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Oh wow. An imagine about the reader riding Dylan’s hand would be 
awesome though. Wow. Just wow. Good god. Wow. I just discovered 
the vast world of E&D and I’m glad that I’m not the only one who is 
sexually attracted to them Imao 

Oof. This is kind of a question and a request at the same time I 
guess. Dylan finger fucking his girl into another realm with those 
average penis lengthed fingers of his? Lawd have mercy on my soul. 
Do you think he would’ve been into that? Like his girl holding his 
hand in place and riding his fingers until she got off? 

“So, you enjoying the movie?” He asked, glancing over at you as he ran 
his hand along your inner thigh. You scoot closer to him, releasing a 
long and deep sigh as he moved his hand farther down your thigh 
while peering down at you with a intense stare. “I guess..” You 
mumbled, gasping when he reached out to grope at your crotch. 
“Dylaaaaan, stop..” You whined, making him laugh as he burrowed his 
hand in between your thighs before groping again at your crotch. 
“Why?” He asked in a teasing voice, humming when you latched onto 
his hand with one of yours after slumping against the couch with a 
mewl. “What?” He asked, murmuring lovingly. You whined and raised 
your head to look at him, squeezing at his hand when he peered back 
down at you with a small smirk. “..Touch me.” You breathed out, raising 
your hips a few times as he continued to stare down at you before 
pulling at the waistband of your sweatpants. He tore them down to 
your knees, causing a gasp to leave your lips as you raised your hips 
again. “Please..” You murmured, mewling a second time when he 
pressed a kiss to your temple before brushing his fingers along your 
slit through the fabric of your panties. “You want me?” He murmured 
back, hovering his mouth beside your ear. You nodded, slumping 
against his chest when he slipped his fingers beneath your panties 
before rubbing at your slit. “Faster..” You whispered, clasping again at 
his hand as he silently peered down at you before obeying to your 
request. “Fuck..” You hissed, murmuring in a strained voice while 
squeezing harder at his hand. He hummed again, quickening the pace 
of his fingers as you slowly unraveled on his lap. “Dylan, keep doing 
that..” You whispered, throwing your head back against his shoulder 


more. You nodded, peering up at him from his shoulder when he 
palmed at your crotch before tearing your panties down to your 
ankles. 

“Dyl..” You gasped again, whining when he cranked his neck to press a 
kiss to your cheek while rubbing harder at your moist slit. “Spread 
your legs..” He mumbled, barely raising his voice. You did as told, 
whimpering when he quickened the pace of his fingers again. Your 
pre-cum squeaked underneath his fingertips, emitting soft sucking 
sounds from your pussy as he rubbed harder and bit at his lip after 
releasing a low groan from his throat. “..Dylaaan..” You whined again, 
burying your head into his neck before mouthing and kissing at it. 
“That feels so good..” His breath grew ragged as he violated your 
swollen and wet pussy, concentrating on making you unravel and 
orgasm onto his lap. “..Does it?” He asked, influencing a needy moan 
to escape your lips. “I want you..” You mumbled, making him moan too 
as he peered down at you before raising one hand to your chest. He 
tweaked at one of your nipples as pre-cum pooled out from your slit, 
groaning deep in his chest when you clutched at his knuckle before 
spreading your thighs farther apart. “I’m so hard right now..” He 
murmured, groping at one of your breasts while shifting underneath 
you as his cock started to twitch through his jeans. “Dyl..” You 
murmured, gasping when he removed your shirt from your torso in 
one motion before releasing a strangled breath as he cranked his neck 
to leave kisses along your breasts. He then dug his fingers into your 
slit before abruptly pushing them inside, causing you to let out a cry as 
one of your knees jerked from his action. “Dylan, fuck..” You muttered, 
hissing as he pushed two of his fingers in and out of you while panting 
against your ear. “You like my fingers in you?” He asked, murmuring 
into your ear after hissing too. You nodded, whining again as your slit 
clenched around his long fingers before pooling with more pre-cum. 

He hummed again, chuckling as he raised his thumb to your swollen 
nub while pumping his fingers harder until he hit your g-spot. “..Here, 
face me.” He then mumbled, pulling his fingers out from your slit 
before pushing them back in when you settled ontop of his thighs. 
“..Dylaaan..” You whimpered, making him laugh again as he rested his 
back against the couch while lifting his fingers in a straight angle so 
that his fingertips would poke through your g-spot. 

“Faster..” You murmured, grunting as you spread your thighs open yet 
another time to give him better access. He complied, peering down at 
you with a giggle when you clutched again at his long fingers in 


in a few times while chuckling. “Your fingers are so long..” You 
breathed out, sighing again as you squeezed at his fingers and rocked 
your hips. He smiled while lazily thrusting them in and out of your 
moist slit, giggling as you bounced ontop of his lap with a string of 
moans and whimpers. “You’re so tight..” He commented, spreading his 
fingertips apart with another smirk as he silently watched you ride 
ontop his lap and hand. Your breaths became ragged too as you rode 
his knuckle, soon without pain when you guided his movements with 
your own hand. “Dylan..” You murmured, meeting his gaze when he 
slowly raised his head to look at you after glancing down at both your 
hands. “Keep doing that..” His eyes darted from your face and his 
knuckle as he slowed his movements, letting you take control of his 
hand while he turned all of his attention onto your swollen and 
throbbing nub. “..This?” He asked, receiving a strangled gasp from you 
as he swirled the tip of his thumb over your overstimulated nerves. 
“..Yeah.” You whispered, throwing your head back while clutching at 
one of his knees with your other hand. You began to clench down on 
his fingers as your pussy started to ache, influencing his arousal as his 
cock hardened underneath your ass until his belt popped open. “..Are 
you hard?” You asked in a soft voice, leaning in towards him as an 
blush cascaded across his cheeks. He nodded, making you giggle this 
time as you began to rock your hips in order to reach orgasm. “..Why, 
are you wet?” He asked teasingly, placing your hand that was grabbing 
at his knee onto his growing bulge. You moaned almost childishly, 
making him smile as his hips twitched in arousal from the image of 
you naked and giggling like an angel ontop of him. “Harder, Dyl..” You 
then murmured, letting out a cry when he shoved another finger inside 
you before thrusting them in all at once. 

You rose and fell from his lap, whimpering as you rode him like a horse 
until your slit began to pool with cum. He eyed your swollen and 
throbbing pussy, feeling his dick start to twitch through his jeans right 
as he pulled out his long angular fingers to examine your cum drooling 
onto them. “..Dylaaan..” You whimpered one last time, releasing a 
shaky breath as your thighs threatened to give out. He peered up at 
you before engulfing you into a hug, letting out a long and deep sigh 
as he hooked his chin over your shoulder before stroking at your lower 
back. You buried your head into his neck, feeling your nipples start to 
harden as they brushed against his chest over the sounds of your 
panting. “..You okay?” He asked, receiving a nuzzle of the head from 
you. “Yeah..” You sighed, catching your breath as you pulled away to 
glance down at your pussy that was gushing with cum. “That was 


continued to strain against his jeans. “Yeeeah..” He drawled, grunting. 
You grabbed at his hand that he had violated your pussy with, raising it 
to your face to examine you cum that was soaking through his fingers. 
He silently watched you, taking you by surprise when he raised his 
fingers to your lips within seconds. You glanced down at him as he 
slouched against the couch, moaning as he pushed his fingers into 
your mouth. He groaned yet again, squirming as his cock grew 
overstimulated at the sight of you drooling onto his fingers after 
tasting your cum. You giggled down at him as he detached his hand 
from your mouth, blushing when you spoke up tp murmur, “You still 
hard?” He nodded again, whining as one of his knees twitched 
beneath your legs. “..Why don’t you help me out?” He then asked, 
placing your hand back onto his erection while undoing the zipper and 
button of his jeans. You moaned, blushing harder when he freed his 
bare cock after tugging his boxers and jeans down. 

“You want me?” He asked again, mirroring his earlier words when he 
took your hand into his before placing it onto his erection. You nodded 
and sat back down on his thighs, feeling him jerk one of his knees 
again when you took his dick into your palm before stroking at it. 
“Yeeaaah..” He breathed out, throwing his head back against the 
couch carelessly. You stroked gently at his exposed cock, quickening 
the pace of your hand out of impulse when he laid back to watch you 
quietly. He hissed, leaning forward as his hips threatened to move 
from your sudden action. You whined as he snatched at your hand, 
biting down on your lip to hold back a moan when he slowed your 
movements with a long sigh. “Go slow unless you want me to fist fuck 
you again..” He muttered, guiding your strokes with his own hand as 
you sat down on his lap submissively while awaiting his next 
instruction. You quickly groped and rubbed at his cock, giggling when 
he narrowed his eyes at you before slipping his other hand back in 
between your legs. “Dylaaan!” You gasped, tightening your fingers 
around his cock when he pushed a few of his fingers past your 
entrance. “Yeeeeaah, it’s not so funny now..” He mumbled, cackling 
when you clutched at one of his thighs with a pained and needy 
expression as he aggressively slid his long fingers in and out of your 
slit. “You know how easy it is to get you to cum all over my fingers..” 

He continued, giggling at the helpless whines leaving your mouth. 
“Let’s see if you can actually take it this time..” He mumbled, 
straightening his back to press a few kisses to your face while moving 
your hand faster along his cock. You whimpered, making him hum and 
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Reader sucking erics dick while he is driving? 

“Where you wanna go first?” He asked from the steering wheel, 
glancing over at you for barely a second. You bounced in your seat, 
letting out a gasp when he slapped his hand down on your bare thigh. 
“Uh, how about the mall?” You asked, shrugging. “..We could do that.” 

He muttered, smiling as he ran his hand across your knee before 
running it farther down your thigh. “But in the meantime., we could-” 

He drawled, cutting himself off as you both exchanged a glance with 
one another. “Do what?” You asked, gasping again when his hand 
immediately dove for your head. “Eric!” You cried out, barely raising 
your voice as your head collided with his own thighs. He ran his fingers 
through your hair, tying your locks around his knuckle as he peered 
down at your from the headrest. “..Suck me off.” He mumbled, 
glancing back at the road. You leaned in, clasping at his thighs for 
support right as he raised himself from the seat to tug down his jeans 
and boxers. He sighed and laid back against the seat, twitching his 
hips when you wrapped your lips around his exposed cock. “Ah, 
baby..” He murmured in a husky voice, making your face blush right as 
you took him into your entire mouth. He stiffened, tightening his grip 
on your hair while raising his hips from the seat. You let out a moan, 
sending vibrating sensations to his cock as you tried to speak before 
remembering that you were physically unable. “..Eric.” You muttered, 
sucking in a breath as you glided your mouth down to the center of his 
dick after arching your back. He loosened his hand on your hair and 
glanced down at you, watching you bend over more comfortably while 
running your mouth down to the end of his erect cock. You then 
moaned again, inhaling through your nose as he raised his hips again 
from the seat with a hiss. “..Keep going baby.” He mumbled, tightening 
his hold on your hair right as you sucked farther down his cock before 
gliding your lips into the other direction a few times. “..Baby.” He 
whispered, bucking his hips a few times as he tightened his fingers on 
the steering wheel. You hummed again, drooling onto his entire cock 
as you began to slow your movements and shift against the car seat. 


hand dove for your ass, groping at it right as his other hand went 
straight to your cheek to pull back a few strands of hair. You moaned 
down on his cock again, sucking harder at his erection as you 
continued to drool all over it. He tied each lock of your hair into one 
before wrapping it around his knuckle again, tugging at it as right as 
you lowered your lips down to the very end of hard dick. “..Don’t stop..” 
He muttered, turning his attention back to the road as he used his 
opposite hand to grip at the wheel. You hummed down on him, 
inhaling through your nose as you began to suck at his cock with a 
steady rhythm. He stiffened again, yanking at your hair with a hiss 
after raising his hips from the seat too as he neared orgasm. “..Cmon, 
babe..” He murmured, whining as you burrowed your head farther in 
between his thighs to suck with twice as much pressure. “Yessss!” He 
gasped, burying his fingers through your hair while raising his hips a 
few more times from the seat. “..(Y/N), please..” He murmured, 
whining louder as you glided your lips back and forth before pressing 
your hot tongue down on the underside of his cock. He let out a needy 
cry and thrust his hips a few more times, influencing his cock to hit at 
the back of your throat as you continued to lick and suck at it. 

“..(Y/N).” He moaned, released a strangled whine. You groaned against 
him, sliding your hands across his thighs to clutch at his bare hips that 
were sticking out from his jeans and boxers. “..Eric.” You mumbled, 
widening your lips around his cock when he reached out to grope 
again at your ass. You thrust your own hips, spreading open your 
thighs when he brushed his fingers along your slit through the outside 
of your denim shorts. You moaned too, drooling again down on his 
cock as your throat and lips clenched around him. He bucked his hips 
again, palming firmly at your crotch right as you choked down on his 
dick before pulling away to suck at his tip. He hissed again, grasping 
the back of your neck before peering back down at you as your mouth 
locked around his throbbing cock another time. His cum squirt out 
into your throat, building up in your mouth as you attempted to suck 
and swallow at once. “Eric..” You groaned, feeling pre-cum start to 
gush out from your slit as he tightened his fingers through the hair at 
the back of your head a few times. You coughed, detaching your 
mouth from his dick to swallow the fluid before peering up at him 
submissively. He glanced down at you and shoved his cock back into 
his boxers, turning his attention back onto the road as you awkwardly 
raised yourself up from the car seat to look at him with a pained 
expression. “Now, it’s your turn..” He mumbled, slipping his hand in 
between your thighs to brush his fingertips along your slit as you 


when he tilt his head to look at you before quickening the pace of his 
fingers. “..Oh god, you know what you’re doing.” You breathed out, 
spreading open your thighs as he groped again at your pubic bone. His 
fingers fidgeted with the button and zipper on your shorts, undoing 
them before slipping underneath the material to rub at your slit 
through your panties. You gasped and clutched harder at his fingers, 
whimpering when he pried your and off his before slipping them too 
underneath the fabric of your panties with a smirk. “Of course you’re 
fucking wet..” He muttered, digging his fingertips into your swelling 
nub as pre-cum began to drool out from your slit. “Eric, please..” You 
mumbled, glancing up at him while panting as he smirked down at you 
before quickening his fingers again. Your cum squeaked underneath 
his fingertips, revealing how wet you had already become as he finally 
began to touch you. “..You’re so fucking cute.” He muttered, giggling 
as he tightened his other hand on the wheel. You peered up at him 
with a strangled gasp, parting your lips again as your thighs twitched 
from his touches. “Faster..” You whispered, making him chuckle as he 
stared ahead at the road before rubbing hastily at your leaking slit. 

“We’re getting closer to the mall, you better cum soon..” He 
commented, turning at the wheel. You groaned in your seat, raising 
your hips a few times before throwing your head back too to hiss, 
“Eric, faster..” He turned his head to look at you, biting down on his lip 
to hold back a moan as he complied to your request. You released a 
gutted sound, leaning forward in your seat as he used his thumb to rub 
at your swollen nub before pushing one of his fingers inside. “Eric!” 

You cried out, spreading your legs again as you scoot back in the seat 
while clutching again at his knuckle. “..Please.” You murmured, peering 
up at him with a flustered expression as he glanced down at you with a 
blush. “Whatever you want, baby..” He then mumbled, rubbing his 
thumb harder before pushing another finger in you as he tilt at the 
steering wheel again. “I’m fucking close, oh god..” You growled, 
whimpering as you threw your head back again. He blushed harder, 
feeling his dick start to harden again through his boxers at the sight of 
you both needy and unraveling beside him. “Show me how much you 
want me..” He then mumbled, receiving another groan as you panted 
and thrust your hips a few times before crashing against the car seat. 
“Eric, l-l..” You stuttered, whimpering as he pushed his fingers in and 
out of you while circling his thumb around your stimulated and 
throbbing nub. “..I love you.” He muttered, sighing deep in his chest as 
he stared ahead at the road before pulling his fingers out from your 
wet slit that was pooling with more cum. You moved closer to his 


you with. He exhaled and turned at the wheel one last time, pulling the 
car into a large parking lot before while lifting his jeans past his hips. 
“You better..” He joked, mumbling in a calm voice as he searched 
around for a parking space. You sighed, relaxing against the seat right 
as he shut off the engine before tilting his head to murmur, “You 
should pull your shorts back on..” You raised the waistline before 
fastening at the button and zipper, glancing out from the windows 
incase anyone was in sight as he peered down at you protectively 
before pressing a kiss to your forehead. “You ready?” He asked, 
pausing as you wrapped your arms around him before frowning when 
he continued with, “Or are you coming to cum all over yourself?” You 
growled and smacked at his chest, making him laugh again as he 
hooked his jaw over your head and swayed you back and forth. “..Okay, 
let’s go shopping.” He mumbled, pushing open the door after 
detaching your arms from him. You crawled over the seat, mirroring 
your earlier position as you bent over the cushion before standing to 
your feet. 

He shut the car door, pausing again as he outstretched one arm 
towards you. You grabbed his hand, giggling when you glanced down 
at his crotch to see his cock poking through his jeans. “..Here.” You 
mumbled softly, covering his clear erection with the bottom of his 
black shirt before taking his hand back into yours. He glanced down at 
you with a semi-blank expression, squeezing at your hand when you 
beamed up at him before swaying your arms back and forth. “..So, 
where are we gonna go first?” You asked, walking at the side as you 
both approached the front of the mall. “..I was thinking army surplus.” 
He mumbled, receiving a childish hiss as you slumped your shoulders 
and whined. He eyed you, trying not to laugh as you peered up at him 
in disappointment before swaying his arm harder. “How about hot 
topic? panda express?” He nodded, detaching his hand from yours to 
wrap his arm around your waist. “Yes, we can go there too..” He 
mumbled, pushing open one of the entrance doors as you both walked 
straight into the food court. You breathed in the smell of hot food, 
realizing how hungry you were as he tightened his hold on your waist 
while leading you out from the cafe. “I’m hungry..” You mumbled, 
blushing when he cranked his neck to press a kiss to your temple. 

“Like when you were moaning and drooling all over my dick?” He 
teased, laughing when you he noticed your cheeks turn pink. “Shut up, 
Eric..” You muttered, humming when he pulled you into his chest with 
a soft smile. “..I love you, (Y/N).” He mumbled, slinging his arm over 
your waist as he led you both towards the array of shops. The blush 


with a giggle. “Okay, off to hot topic we goooo!” He exclaimed, smiling 
down at you. 
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The Best Kind of Distraction (Eric x 
Reader) 

Warning: This imagine contains smut and cursing. If you are not 
comfortable with that, then please don’t read it. Also, this is my first 
imagine so please be kind. Enjoy! 

I sat in between my boyfriend’s legs. Trying my hardest to focus on 
the project before me. Eric was making that particularly difficult. 

“Eric...” I giggled. 

“Hmm?” He mumbled into my neck. 

“Stop it! We have to get this finished. It’s due Friday.” 

“I know, baby. I’ve just missed you so much. And you look so fuckin’ 
beautiful today. I just wanna eat you all up!” 

His lips returned to my neck and continued their assult. It was so hard 
to focus with his mouth sucking and biting the sensitive spot behind 
my ear. He knew my body well and he definitely used that knowledge 
to his advantage. 

“Eric... please...” 

“What? Don’t you want me to fuck you? Hmm?” He whispered in my 
ear before nibbling it. His hot breath sending shivers down my spine. 

“Now that’s just unfair! You know what dirty talk does to me!” I 
dropped my pen in frustration. 

A sinister, lop-sided grin spread across his face. 

“Ok, baby. I won’t bend you over and fuck you into next week then.” 


boyfriend was always the perfect gentleman but in the bedroom 
another side took over. 

“...And I definitely won’t lick your cunt until you legs are shaking and 
your clit is throbbing” he continued to taunt me. 

“Eric...” I sighed and let my head drop back to rest against his 
shoulder. 

“Yes, baby?” 

“Please...” 

“...And I definitely won’t do this...” his hand slid down my chest, over 
my stomach and slipped into my pants. His long, thin fingers stroking 
lightly up and down my slit through the fabric of my lace panties. He 
was barely applying any pressure but it was enough to get me wet. 

“Fuck, Eric!” My chest was heaving in anticipation. 

“You like that, baby? Hmm?” He cooed into my ear. 

“Fuck yes...” I closed my eyes and collapsed against his chest. Finally 
succumbing to his persistent teasing. He pressed harder, rubbing 
small circles on my swollen clit. 

“I know something that would feel so much better.” 

In record time, my jeans and panties were pulled off my legs and 
thrown carelessly into the corner of the room. Leaving me completely 
bare from the waist down. He grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled me 
towards him. A hunger burning in his eyes. 

“Mine. All mine.” 

He licked his chapped lips before he lost himself between my thighs. 
He wasted no time teasing me. He knew I was already wet and aching 
for his touch. He went straight for my clit and started working it with 
firm licks. 

My hands went to my chest. I pinched and rolled my hard nipples 
between my fingers. He looked so fuckin’ good in between my thighs. 
Only his military-style crew cut was visible, his face completely 
submerged in my cunt. A few moments later I felt him slip two fingers 
inside me. 
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He lifted his head to make eye contact with me. His lips and chin 
glistened with my pussy juice. He continued to pump his fingers in a 
steady rythym. 

“Eric... I’m gonna...” 

The feeling was so overwhelming I could barely string a sentence 
together. I didn’t care about the homework. I didn’t care about my 
parents downstairs. All I cared about was Eric and his talented fingers. 
I was putty in his hands. Completely at his mercy. 

“Don’t you dare! I want you to cum on my cock.” He scolded me like I 
was a misbehaving child. 

He immediately withdrew his fingers and I whimpered in 
disappointment. 

“Don’t worry, baby. I got something better for ya” he smirked as he 
unbuckled his belt. I watched as he unzipped his pants and pulled his 
cock out. It was already swollen and leaking from the tip. He pumped 
it a few times, spreading the clear fluid over his length. 

Without warning he pushed his thick cock into me. My pussy walls 
stretching to accomodate his girth. My eyes closed in pleasure and I 
let out a low moan as he filled me completely. 

“Better than my fingers, right baby?” That smirk again. Cocky fuck. 

“Mhmm” 

He fucked himself into me again and again. His hands gripped my hips 
tightly. My tits bouncing violently every time he pounded me. 
Involuntarily, my head rolled to the side. He grabbed my jaw and 
roughly turned me towards him. 

“Look at me. I wanna see those pretty eyes rolling into the back of 
your head while I fuck you” 

I bit my lower lip hard. The tension in my stomach building to an 
almost unbearable level. I was about to unravel. 

“Eric... please... don’t stop” I begged him pathetically. 

“Cum for me, baby. Cum all over my big, fat dick.” He grunted as his 
hand wrapped around my throat, squeezing lightly. 


o 


squeezing tightly around his length. 

“Eric!” I squealed. 

His thrusts sped up as he fucked me though my orgasm. 

He followed not long after. Filling me up with his hot seed. Completely 
emptying himself into me. He stayed inside me until you softened. 

“I fuckin’ love ya, you know that?” His chest rising and falling rapidly 
as he tried to regain his breath. He looked absolutely gorgeous. His 
cheeks were flushed pink and his skin was covered in a fine sheen of 
sweat. Evidence of our intense love-making session. 

“I love you too, Eric. Now can we finish the project.” 

He rolled his eyes. 

“Ok, nerd. Come on.” 
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anonymous asked: 

Can you do one where you take away Eric's virginity? 


answered: 

He looked nervous, way more nervous than I’ve ever seen 
him before. This 

was our first time alone ever and we were both nervous. I 
could see 

through his silly, little facade that he would always use to 
mask the 

real Eric from everyone. 

I admired his face for a few more moments before deciding 
to 
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what to say next. 

He breathed deeply, I could see his body language change 
from soft 

to very tense after the last syllable left my lips. “Yeah.” He 
tried to 

make himself sound less nervous than he really was. 

I had no idea what to say. I feel a wave wash over me, a wave 
of so 

many different emotions. Instead of speaking I shuffle closer 
to his 

rested my head on his shoulder, cuddling into his arm. I could 
pretty 

much hear his heart from where I was sitting, it was sweet. 
“You’re such 
a dork.” I giggle. 

He tries to hide the blush appearing on his cheeks, “Says 
you.” He deepens his voice quite obviously. 

I smile at his attempts to impress me and nuzzle the crease 
of his neck. 


I interlock my fingers with his gentility and then wrapped my 
arm around 

his neck, pulling him in closer. He awkwardly places his 
hands on the 

back of my shoulders. I inhale his scent, he smelt like typical 
teenage 

boy mixed with hunny. I don’t know what had came over me, 
but I place my 

lips on his ear and gentility whisper, “kiss me.” 

He gripped onto the fabric of my sweater and leaned in, our 
foreheads 

were touching then. I could feel him breathing heavily, his 
plump lips 

just a few inches away from mine. He filled each of my 
senses, and he 

got in closer and placed a soft kiss on my lips. Despite it be¬ 
ing only a 

few seconds, that kiss felt like it lasted forever. I inhale 
sharply 
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by pushing him away, but it ended up just saying there. His 
hands 

drifted slowly down from my shoulder blades to my hips, he 
admired my 

shape and pulled me closer in. 

I could feel him becoming more and more flustered by the 
second as he 

begins nuzzling my neck with delicate kisses. He slowly 
moves his soft 

lips against the skin of my collar bones, not kissing, he just 
ran them 

across and left a trail of his hot breath. The pace of my 
breathing 

quickened, as did his. It was as if my brain was set alight and 
the 

warmth spread across my entire body. I shudder as he nib¬ 
bles my collar 

bones, I suppress my moans by tugging on the thin fabric of 
Eric’s 

shirt. He dances his fingers up from my waist to underneath 
my grey 

sweater. His hands were cold compared to the rest of his 
body. His chest 

was warm and comforting, I could have fell asleep in it, but 
his hands 

were icy cold and made goosebumps appear across my 
whole body, causing 

me to shiver. They travelled slowly up wards until they 
reached the thin 
fabric of my bra. 

Eric looks me in the eyes as he was silently asking for per¬ 
mission to 

continue. A swirl of emotions stirred in my stomach: lust, 
desire, and 

love fought for dominance. I looked at him for a few seconds 
longer, 

pushing my lips against his. His lips were my salvation and 
torment. I 

didn’t reply with words, I just put my mouth back to his, slid- 


threw me on top 

of him so I was straddling him. I didn’t want to waste time 
though, I 

went straight back to kissing him. His lips were so sweet. I 
felt so 

apart of him in that moment, as if he was a part of me that 
made me 

complete. His lips caressed mine ,they were softer than I 
could have 

ever imagined, he parted his lips and let out a small grunt as 
his hands 

went back to what they were doing before. He slips his hand 
under the 

thin fabric of my bra. His ice cold hands instantly began play¬ 
ing with 

my nipples, moving his thumbs in a circular motion around 
the small 

nubs. I couldn’t help but let out an audible moan, which just 

added to 

his sexual hunger. 

He used both hands to feel my breasts and play with the 
sensitive pink 

nubs that he had now made hard. The only things keeping 
my moans quiet 

was his lips being pushed up against mine so violently. 
Everything had 

started so sweet and innocent but had turned rough and 
passionate. He 

didn’t ask, but he grabbed the rim of my sweater and pulled 
it over my 

head and mindlessly threw it to the floor. He immediately 
goes back to 

my lips, his tongue sided against mine. 

I knew Eric was a virgin but the way he moved made me 
think he was 

experienced . The way he tore off my shirt, the he kissed me 
softly when 

I wanted him to and rough when I wanted it, the his hands 
cupped my 


lip, smirking while doing so. 


I can feel him as he became hard underneath me. Every time 
he’d grab my 

breasts too hard or got too carried away with the making 
out, I’d 

subconsciously grind myself on him. Even though doing this 
made him grab 

me harder and kiss me rougher. 

He undoes the button on my jeans, he looks up at me with a 
look that 

says Ms this okay?’ Without actually speaking out loud. I nod 
and he 

proceeds. He gentility lifts me and places me on his bed so I 
was laying 

on my back. He steadily pulled down my jeans. He tucked 
two of his 

fingers into the waist band of my pants and slid them down. 
He was 

holding himself back at this point, I could tell by the look on 
his 

face. His eyes were staring directly at my crotch the entire 
time he was 

pulling down my pants, he bit his lip in anticipation. He 
tossed my 

pants off to the other side of the room and got on top of me. 
He lifted 

my legs so they were around his waist, and went straight to 
my neck. Not 

holding back this time, he nibbled each inch which caused 
me to moan 

uncontrollably. He covered my mouth with his left hand and 
looked at me 

with a serious look on his face. 

“You have to be quiet, my parents are in.” His eyes were full 
of 

desire. I wanted him so badly, but I had to keep quiet. 

He licked and pecked at the sweet spot on my neck before 
finally moving 

his right hand downwards. He started at my cheek, down my 
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reached my black 

lace panties. He continued to leave a trail of small hickies all 
over my 

neck and he still had his hand over my mouth. He placed his 
other hand 

on the fabric that covered my core. He moved his hand in a 
circular 

motion, causing my hips to buck a little bit. He slipped his 
hand under 

the fabric. I bit my lip, even though I could tell he had never 
done 

this before. He couldn’t stay in one place, he moved his fin¬ 
gers from 

the top to the bottoms, sometimes slightly brushing against 
my clit. Although, 

Eric was inexperienced, so was I. I shuddered every time his 
fingers 

skimmed my clit, I would wince at every slick movement of 
his fingers, 

begging him to play with my clit more. I had never had any¬ 
one touch me 

there before, it was so new and I didn’t ever think it could 
feel that 

good. Suddenly, Eric changed his focus. He kissed from my 
neck 

downwards. He nibbled across my collar bones, and didn’t 
stop making eye 

contact on his journey downwards. I could tell he was des¬ 
perate now, he 

didn’t waist anytime. He quickly removed the underwear 
from me, tossing 

it aside with my pants and sweater. Eric earned a lusty moan 
as his 

tongue slid across me. My back arched and I covered my 
mouth, trying my 

best to suppress the moans. He threw my legs over his 
shoulders to give 

himself better access to my womanhood. He went back to 
work, flicking 

the sensitive bundle of nerves between my legs with his 
tongue. He 
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trying to stop the moans, instead they came out as small 
winces and 

mewls. The movements of his tongue were sporadic and 
random, this was 

probably because of his inexperience. I shifted my hips, try¬ 
ing to get 

him to create a pattern to follow. Finally he got it, each way 
his 

tongue moved made me squeal in ecsacy. Each small touch 
he placed on me, 

filled my entire body with pleasure. My hips bucked, I 
grabbed his 

pillow that was next to me and covered my face with it. Lick 
after lick 

sent rapid impulse of pleasure through my body. It was as if I 
was 

drowning in a pool of euphoria, each wave that washed 
against my body 

was a wave of ecstasy. His finger pumped steadily in and out 
of me, 

making small clicking noises because of the wetness. My 
muscles began 

contracting with an intense feeling of bliss. My breathing be¬ 
came quick 

and sharp. Heat filled my body, along with immense 
pleasure, causing my 

hips to twitch and buck against Eric’s face. The knot in my 
stomach 

rapidly grew tighter and tighter, I tired to hole it in but I just 
couldn’t anymore. With a few final licks, an incredible sensa¬ 
tion washed 

over my body. I felt a release of pleasure. I found myself al¬ 
most 

screaming into Eric’s pillow as I climaxed. I could feel my 
heart pounding out of my chest as I lay on his bed. I flung the 
pillow 

off my face back to its original position. I sit myself up and 
look at 

Eric in the eyes. He had a smug look on his face, like a little 
kid who 

had just won a sticker that said ‘first place’ on it. I rolled my 


I could even comprehend what was going on, Eric has re¬ 
moved his pants. 

He even contemplated taking off his shirt, but decided not to 
because of 

his chest dent. He pounced and had pinned me to his bed 
before I knew 

it. “It’s my turn now.” I nod my head, complying with his 
instructions. It wasn’t even an instruction, it was more of a 
demand. 

The seriousness in his voice made it obvious he wasn’t going 
to take no 

for an answer. At first it was awkward. He didn’t really know 
how to move or position himself. Finally, he found a way to 
insert 

himself. He placed the tip of member at my entrance and 
looked me in the 

eyes, his arms were on each side of my head, his elbows 
sticking into 

the mattress. I could see the desperation in his eyes, but he 
went 

slowly. He moved his hips, pushing himself into me. At first it 
didn’t 

hurt at all. I felt it, but it didn’t hurt. For a moment, it felt like 
the people who said that losing your virginity hurt were com¬ 
plete 

bullshitters that just wanted to scare teens out of having sex 
but after 

he bucked in and out a few times I understood. I whimpered, 
nuzzling my 

head into the crease of his neck for comfort. His scent. His 
scent of 

hunny, now mixed with sweat. It was comforting, and made 
it easier 

knowing I would losing it to Eric. I had always been wary as 
to who I 

was going to lose it to, I was thankful it was Eric. The desire 
in his 

eyes was still there, but it was over shadowed by concern. 
“Are you okay?” He whispers into my ear, he does it gently in 
attempts to console me.l 

look up at him, I had pain written all over my face. Yes, it hurt. 


I raised 

my lips up to his, sharing an almost innocent kiss with him 
for a few 

moments before nodding. This signaled for him to start 
again. He 

was slow still, even though I could tell he wanted to go faster, 
yet he 

kept his pace slow and steady. He let out small moans, 
speeding up each 

time. My nails sunk into his back, trying to minimalism the 
pain. The 

pain did begin to fade after a while and I allowed him to go 
faster. He 

grunted and began moving quicker. Surprisingly, it didn’t 
hurt as much 

as it did when he was moving slowly. Eyyyy physics. He 
pumped in 

and out of me, his breathing was heavy. I kiss his cheek and 
neck, which 

made him pick up the pace. In between the grunts and 
moans I heard the 

occasional ‘fuck’ and ‘shit this feels so good’. I smile as he 
throws 

his beloved Rammstein shirt to the ground, and quickly re¬ 
sumed to 

penetrating me. I could feel his heart pounding, his breathing 

sharpened, his thrusts became irregular and sporadic. “I love 
you, (y/n).” He moans into my ear, thrusting quick and hard, 
in and out of me. The pain was still there, but those words 
made it go away. “I love you too, Eric.” With 
that he climaxed and collapsed on top of me. It was nice, he 
just lay 

there for a few minutes. He was drenched in sweat and 
sounded 

exhausted. He panted, as if he had just ran cross-country in 
the boiling 

summer heat. I kissed his for head. He cuddled into me, plac¬ 
ing sweet, loving kisses all across my face. “You’re a fucking 
goddess, you know that?” He smiled.“Shut up, Reb.” I 
giggled, placing a sweet kiss on his lips. 
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Hi can you do one where Dylan wants to do a sex tape with his 
girlfriend and she's questions him but he sweat talks her by calling 
her princess or kitten or babygirl and she finally agrees and he 
accidentally gives it to Eric and Eric than calls Dylan telling him that 
he has a hot girl with lost of fluff and smut 

[I really hope I fulfilled your request.] 

“Why don’t you undress for me?” He murmured into your ear, nuzzling 
your neck as he pulled away to look at you. Your hands dove for his 
chest as he exhaled and peered down at you silently, eyeing you for 
what seemed like forever. “..Dylan.” You mumbled, sighing as he took 
your hands into his with a hum. “Why? what do you want me to do?” 

He tilt his head to press a kiss along your jaw, repeating himself. 
“Undress for me..” You groaned and tilt your own head to give him 
better access, grunting when he bit down on your neck. “While I film 
you..” You whined, making him look at you with a curious expression. 
“That’s it?” You asked, surprised when he shook his head. “No..” He 
muttered, a rumble forming deep in his chest. “I want to film both of 
us fucking..” You stared back at him, nodding as he awaited your 
response. “Okay..” He sighed again, meeting your eyes again before 
muttering, “I want to tape us, so we can watch it later..” You ran your 
hands back across his chest as he placed his own over them, 
exchanging another long glance with him before mumbling back with, 
“Okay, but what if one of our parents find it?” He leaned in towards 
you to press a short kiss to your lips, mumbling too in a soft but low 
voice. “They won’t.” You sighed as he looked across at you again, 
releasing a sigh of his own when you continued to question him. 

“What if someone else sees it? Dylan, I’m scared.. I don’t feel too good 
about this..” He tilt his head, hovering his mouth beside your ear as he 


sighing when he murmured again with, “Don’t you want me?” He 
hummed, his voice remaining murmured. “Hmm?” You yanked onto 
his hair with one hand, whining as he pressed hard kisses underneath 
your jaw. “Dyl..” You sighed, whining again. 

He hummed again, running his hand down your abdomen before 
groping at your crotch. “You know only I can make you wet..” You 
squealed at his comment, earning his attention before you mumbled in 
a soft and flustered voice. “Dylan, please..” He flashed a light smile as 
he pressed his fingers harder against your entrance through your 
clothes. “..Take your clothes off.” He then mumbled, humming in 
approval when you grasped the end of your shirt reluctantly. His hand 
immediately dove for his camcorder, turning it on as you peered up at 
him and the lens shyly. He snapped his fingers right as you began to 
remove your shirt, a low groan emitting from his chest when your 
breasts were finally exposed in front of him. “Yes, baby..” He sighed, 
releasing a shaky breath from his mouth as you silently stared back at 
him and waited for his next instruction. “Dylan..” You whined, dragging 
out his name. He sighed deep in his chest as you awkwardly glanced 
down at your legs before yanking your pants down, holding the video 
camera expectantly over your body. “I’m wet..” You mewled, 
examining both of your breasts as he muttered lowly under his breath. 
“Show me..” His opposite hand reached out to grope and massage at 
both your breasts, influencing your face to flush as you tore down your 
panties before meeting his gaze in both arousal and embarrassment. 
“You’re such a good girl..” He whispered, running his index finger along 
your leaking slit after massaging at one breast. “Dylan..” You whined 
once more, throwing your head back. He zoomed in and out, focusing 
in on the image of you completely naked and helpless underneath him. 
He grew silent, taking in the sight of you before murmuring lowly, 
“There’s so many things I would do to you, baby..” You threw your 
head back again with a long sigh, looking away from the camera lens 
as he grabbed one of your wrists while murmuring, “Touch yourself..” 
You moaned at his request, peering up at him before stroking your 
fingers along your slit carelessly. A satisfied sigh left his lips as he 
watched, zooming in on your slit after pushing your hand away. 

He held the camera in one hand as he leaned in towards you, rubbing 
his thumb along your bundle of nerves with a concentrated 
expression. You whimpered and squirmed beneath him, moaning 
when he recorded your moist and swollen slit growing wetter over the 
course of seconds. “Dylan..” You moaned, throwing your head back 


arousal. The sounds of your pre-cum squeaked from underneath the 
pressure of his thumb, signaling how wet you already were. “You’re so 
wet, already..” He murmured, meeting your gaze when you squirmed 
in response to his comment. You continued to whine as he pushed his 
fingers past your entrance, followed by raising his lubricated fingers to 
your lips. You sucked onto his fingers after lifting your head to look at 
him, grumbling as your fluid met with your tongue. He sighed and 
straightened his back before extending his arm out to record from 
above both of your heads, groaning as he kissed and bit into your 
neck. Your hands met with the back of his head as you ran your fingers 
through his hair, glancing up at him right as he placed the camera onto 
the bed. “Dyl..” You sighed, running your hands along his arms as he 
lowered himself down your body while meeting your gaze again. His 
mouth instantly met with your slit as he buried his head inbetween 
your thighs, moaning when you slipped your fingers back through his 
hair while thrusting your hips a few times. He trailed kisses across 
your slit before stopping at your abdomen, raising his eyes as he licked 
at your stimulated nerves experimentally. You let out a cry, panting as 
he ran his tongue along your moist slit continuously with a few groans. 
You tilt your head after throwing it back a few times, arching your back 
as he clasped at your hips and sloppily sucked and kissed against your 
entrance. “Dylan..” You made a gutted sound, moaning with a long and 
drawn out sigh when he pushed his tongue inside you. “Dylan..” You 
sighed again, shifting your aching thighs a few times. 

He grunt and he raised himself up, undoing his belt and jeans as he 
gripped onto one of your hands before placing it onto his leaking 
exposed cock. “Such a good girl..” He breathed out, sighing as he 
guided your strokes while eyeing you with a soft and aroused 
expression. Your vision grew blurry as you responded back with a 
strangled whine, gasping when he pried both of your thighs apart and 
hooked them over his shoulders before attaching his mouth to your slit 
with a groan. “Dyl..” You whispered, releasing a shaky breath as he 
tugged your legs closer; turning your body upside down. “Dylan..” You 
continued, whispering. His hands massaged at your breasts as you 
peered up at him from the bed, moaning when he smoothed his 
thumbs along your erect nipples. “Lay down..” He murmured, moaning 
when you did as told before pushing his boxers and jeans down to his 
knees. He then tilt his head to glance at the camera lens, pulling his 
shirt above his head as you reached out for one of his arms. “Dyl..” You 
murmured, making him glance down at you as you clutched at his 
arms before spreading your thighs open for him. He exchanged one 
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rocked your hips, gasping as you clenched around him. “You like my 
cock in you, babygirl?” You moaned louder at his words, peering up at 
him with a pained expression as he stared back down at you with a 
chuckle. “Huh?” He asked, rubbing his thumb along your stimulated 
nerves in synch with the abrupt movements of your hips. “Dylan..” You 
gasped again, mewling when he chuckled and started to thrust. You 
clenched harder around him, making him wince in amusement before 
murmuring, “You gonna cum, kitten?" 

You wrapped your legs around his hips, causing him to laugh again as 
he sped up his thrusts; essentially creating a frenzy in between you 
both as your bodies moved against one another. More moans left your 
mouth as your face flushed in arousal, your vision blurring as you 
neared orgasm. He smirked down at you while taking the camera back 
into his hand, recording both your physical and verbal reactions to his 
movements. “Look at me, baby..” He mumbled, smiling from behind 
the camera when you glanced up at him with a vulnerable and 
submissive expression. “You’re doing so good..” He commented, 
giggling to himself as you reached out for both of his shoulders with a 
gutted moan. “Okay, okay..” He mumbled, smiling as he set the 
camera back down before pointing it towards you two from a different 
angle. You furrowed your brows up at him before releasing another 
moan when he leaned in to mash his mouth ontop of yours in a kiss; 
his lips sloppily met with yours, traces of your cum on his tongue. 
“Dylan..” You whined, panting when his soft eyes stared back down at 
you once again. Faint sucking sounds erupted from in between your 
legs as he thrust inside you, making him smirk before leaning down to 
reattach his lips to yours. You caressed at his face as he lazily kissed 
you, throwing your head back right as he kissed and sucked marks 
into your neck. “Dylan, I’m close..” You whimpered, letting out a 
strained moan. He grunt as he thrust harder, glancing down at you 
after clasping your jaw into his hands. Your eyes met once more as he 
squeezed at your throat, grunting as you hissed and tried to speak 
under the force of his fingers. “I’m gonna pull out, baby..” He then 
muttered, eyeing you. “Okay?” You nodded, gasping when he removed 
himself from your body while filming in on your soaked slit gushing 
with cum. A strained groan left his lips as he stared down at your 
entrance, abruptly thrusting his cock back in. “Ahh, Dylan!” You 
gasped, squealing. He chuckled as he pinned all of his weight down 
ontop of you, moaning when he continued his thrusts again over the 
sounds of your helpless pleas. Your needy expression nearly drove him 
over the edge, making him mutter, “I know, baby.." 


shot a quick glance over your shoulder, causing him to giggle as he 
buried his cock back inside you. "Dyl!” You squealing, moaning eagerly 
as he fucked you from behind. He wrapped one arm around your 
throat as he clenched his fist into the bed beside your hand, 
interlacing your fingers together. “You like this? doggy style..” He 
asked, muttering in a slightly strained voice. You blushed, shyly 
nuzzling your face into his arm as he peered down at you while both 
grunting and thrusting. “Yeah, you do., you dirty fucking girl..” He 
muttered, removing his arm from your throat to rub at your 
overstimulated bundle of nerves. “Dyl.. I’m cumming.” You sighed, 
drawling out your words as you threw your head back against his 
shoulder. “Good.” He muttered bluntly, rubbing his fingertips harder. 
Your hips moved as you rocked back and forth against him, grazing his 
abdomen and thighs with your ass. “God, you’re beautiful when 
cummin’ on my dick..” He mumbled, laughing when you glanced up at 
him and whimpered. “Say my name again, babygirl..” He then 
murmured, humming when you threw your head back against his neck 
and mewled. “Dylan, oh god., faster.” His hand returned to your throat 
as he exchanged a stern glance with you, repeating himself in his usual 
low voice. “Say my name..” A strangled moan left your lips as you 
peered back at him, followed by his name leaving your lips once again. 
“Dylan..” You whined, repeating yourself with another moan as he 
smirked down at you with a pleased and content expression. 


“You got the tapes?” Eric muttered, receiving a nod as Dylan dug into 
his backpack and handed him one of the small video tapes, stacking a 
few into his hands. “Cool, so I should do most of the editing?” Dylan 
shrugged, slinging his backpack over his shoulder. “Whatever, I’m 
gonna bounce., you got any plans later?” Eric then asked, receiving 
another shrug. “I don’t know man. I’m just really busy..” Dylan 
muttered, biting his lip as he mentally planned out what he was going 
to spend the night doing. “Gotcha, is (Y/N) coming over?” Eric 
continued, surprised when Dylan responded to his question with pure 
amusement. “Nah, I don’t think so..” He chuckled, blushing as his mind 
flashed back to the night or so before. “Cool., maybe we could have a 
guys’ night soon..” Eric mumbled, furrowing his brows as he glanced 
back at his friend. “Yeah, maybe..” Dylan muttered, sighing as he 
clenched his fingers around his backpack strap. “Well, I’ll see you 
later..” He mumbled carelessly, walking towards his car as Eric eyed 
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[A number of hours later] 

“Yo.” Dylan mumbled, raising the phone to his ear. The computer 
screen blared into his eyes as an pause emitted from the other end of 
the phone, a strangled breath following after. “V?” Eric muttered, 
sighing when his friend responded. “Yeah?” Dylan muttered, drawling. 
“Why the fuck did you give me a tape of you and (Y/N) fucking?” 
Dylan’s heart pounded in his chest as he tightened his grip on the 
phone, hissing. “What?” “There’s a tape of you fucking the shit out of 
(Y/N).. how could you forget something like that?” Dylan rubbed the 
bridge of his nose as his grew completely flushed, muttering lowly 
under his breath. “Please tell me you didn’t watch it..” Eric paused 
again, mumbling as if nothing was wrong. “How else would I have 
known that you fucked her..” Dylan grit his teeth as he grew both 
embarrassed and irritated, muttering again. “Why did you watch it?” 
Eric stuttered, shrugging as he stared up at his computer screen. “I 
don’t know, I couldn’t help myself., sorry.” Dylan released a deep sigh 
as he tried to take in the situation, furrowing his brows when Eric 
spoke back up. “God, she’s hot., you’re a lucky fucking guy. I’ll tell you 
that.” Dylan hissed into the phone, growing angrier. “Why the fuck 
would you watch it?!” Eric mumbled back coolly, not used to hearing 
his friend this offended. “Relax, man., it’s cool.” Dylan huffed and 
leaned back in his seat, realizing his friend had seen not only you but 
him too naked on film. “Whatever..” He grumbled, feeling both 
embarrassed and self destructive as he leaned back in his chair. “It is 
what it is, man.. I’ll talk to you later..” Eric mumbled, sighing. “Yeah..” 
Dylan drawled, sighing too as the sounds of faint footsteps 
approached his room. “I’ll talk to you later, man., bye." 

A frustrated sigh left his mouth as he hung up the phone, facing the 
computer screen right as the door to his room opened. "Hey..” You 
murmured, walking towards the bed before sitting down ontop of it 
tiredly. He turned around in his chair, facing you with another sigh. 
“Baby, we need to talk..” You glanced up at him confused, feeling the 
panic rise in your chest when he spun his chair around and muttered, 
“Eric, uh.. saw our tape.” You immediately rose to your feet, both 
whining and panting. “What the fuck? he saw our tape?” You 
exclaimed, receiving a warning glance from him as he hushed you and 
glanced between both you and the door incase his parents could hear. 
“..Baby.” He muttered, pausing as you walked towards him. You glared 
and stomped your feet as he silently watched you unravel in front of 


strained sob as he wrapped both of his arms around your waist while 
murmuring, “Come here.” You both panted and groaned as you 
wrapped your own arms around his neck, making him sigh and hook 
his chin over your shoulder while whispering, “I’m sorry..” You buried 
your face into his neck with a grunt, frowning up at him as he caressed 
at your back. “Oh c'mon, don’t be like that.” He muttered, trying not to 
laugh. “Okay, okay.. I’m sorry. It’s all my fault..” He murmured, pausing 
as you wrapped your arms tighter around his neck with a shaky 
breath. “It’s okay..” He whispered, pressing a kiss to your temple. “He’s 
not gonna spread it around the school or anything like that. It’s Eric..” 
You groaned and clutched at the back of his shirt, growling as he 
giggled beside your ear. His eyes peered down at you as he ran his 
fingers through your hair, speaking in a soft and reassuring voice. 
“Besides, he thinks you’re a total babe..” You smacked at his chest, 
making him laugh harder before tightening his arms around your 
torso. “Relax, baby..” You whined and nuzzled his neck, sighing when 
he rubbed at your back and murmured, “I’ll pick it up from him later..” 

He pressed one firm kiss to your temple, continuing. “But.. In the 
meantime, we could make another.” You grimaced up at him, 
smacking at his chest again in both disappointment and annoyance. 

He laughed harder, taking your face into his hands. “Chill out, baby.. 

I’m fucking kidding." 
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Sitting on dylans face and while he eats u out u see his dick get hard 
so u whip it out and messily (but sexily) 69 with him— this may not 
be accurate and realistic be of his height buuuuut?? 

“Kiss me..” He whispered, peering down at you as he pulled you onto 
his lap. You raised your head to attach your lips to his, squirming when 
he ran his fingers down your torso before pulling away to murmur, “I 
wanna try something..” You peered up at him with a nod, being taken 
by surprise when he tugged you ontop of his chest after laying onto 
his back. He ran his hands over your ass, sighing as he groped at your 
hips while you peered down at him with a questioning expression. His 
fingers crept underneath the waistband of your sweatpants, pulling 


attached his mouth to your slit. “Dyl..” You murmured, giggling at the 
feel of his lips when he laid kisses along your slit. “It tickles..” He 
peered up at you and quirked his mouth against your pussy, wrapping 
his lips around your nub as it started to swell. You reached out to clasp 
at his shoulders, giggling again as you tried to contain your excitement 
while pinning your knees at either side of his neck. He sucked at your 
swelling nub, burying his head in between your legs while you gripped 
harder at his shoulders. “Dylaan..” You murmured again in a small 
voice, feeling one of your thighs jerk from the sudden stimulation. He 
groaned, gently taking both your hips into his hands as he kissed 
harder at your sensitive flesh. You ran your fingers through his dark 
blonde hair, trembling as your legs threatened to give out. He tugged 
you forward and groaned again, sucking harder at your nub before 
pulling away to run his fingers along your slit. You raised your hips, 
whimpering when he reattached his mouth to your slit to leave a few 
more kisses. “Does that feel good?” He asked, peering up at you as his 
voice became muffled by your flesh. You ran your fingernails down his 
scalp, making him moan as you clenched your thighs around his head. 
He kissed harder while running his fingers below your hips, prying your 
thighs apart with a string of moans when you sat down on his face. 
“Baby..” He mumbled in a disgruntled voice, locking his hands ontop 
of your hips before pushing you back onto his chest. You ran your 
fingers back through his hair as you sat down on his upper chest and 
neck, bouncing a number of times as your thighs began to twitch in 
anticipation. He kissed at your swollen nub, groaning again lowly 
under his breath as he ran his hands down to your lower back to grope 
at your ass. You groaned too, giggling when he detached his lips from 
your stimulated flesh to glance at you before pressing another kiss to 
your nub with a chuckle. Your thighs began to jerk again as your legs 
threatened to give out too, influencing you to fall back against his long 
legs. He continued to chuckle as he reattached his mouth to your 
swelling pussy, trying to contain his blush as he grew aroused. His lips 
collided aggressively with your slit in response, making you gasp and 
clutch at the back of his neck. “Dylaan..” You repeated, whining as 
your body gave out completely. You blushed again as he raised his 
head to look at you, gasping when he abruptly flipped you over his 
chest. He grabbed at the sides of your thighs as he reattached his lips 
to your slit yet again, sighing deep in his chest when you thrust your 
hips forward. Pre-cum leaked out from your slit and into his mouth as 
he pressed kiss after kiss along your outer walls, making him moan 
again before he ran his tongue back and forth too. You raised your hips 


“Dylaaaan.” You mumbled, groaning as he tightened his hold on your 
thighs while kissing and licking at your pussy with twice as much 
force. You moved your hips some more, moaning as your pussy 
started to swell and throb from the contact of just his mouth. “Dyl..” 
You breathed out, spreading your thighs apart as he kissed a few 
times at your swollen slit before slipping his tongue past it. You let out 
a long gasp, moaning as your thighs began to tremble in synch with 
your knees that were shaking to no end. He gripped harder at your 
hips as if he read your thoughts, digging his fingertips into your thighs 
as he pushed his tongue in and out of your pussy. You grasped at his 
torso while holding yourself up, releasing a shaky breath as your legs 
and knees shook harder. He pried your legs apart to place your knees 
at either side of his ribs, detaching his mouth for only a moment as 
you sat down on his face again. He kissed sloppily at your moist pussy, 
swirling his tongue around as he forcefully raised your hips above his 
head. You whimpered and clutched harder at his waist, leaning 
forward when your legs started to jerk from overstimulation as he 
kissed and sucked at your swollen and enlarged nub. “Dyl, please..” 

You murmured, moaning as your pussy continued to throb and clench. 
He moaned too as his face became flushed, gliding his tongue along 
your slit when you faced the front of his body patiently. You glanced 
down at his crotch as you rocked your hips, feeling your cum continue 
to leak out from your pussy right as you took notice of his dick 
hardening through his jeans. He used his mouth and tongue harder, 
violating your slit as you reached out to clutch at his thighs before 
letting out a squeak. “Dyl, keep doing that..” He went faster, causing 
you to moan louder and cling onto his legs as if they were an anchor. 
“Dylaaan, oh god..” You murmured in a high-pitched voice, letting out 
a long sigh after throwing your head back. When you glanced back 
down, his dick had strained against his jeans; poking through the 
denim. You faced the front of his crotch and grew silent, biting back a 
moan at the thought of what you were contemplating to do. He 
caressed at your ass as he licked and kissed at your slit, slowing his 
movements as you sat still as could be before raising your hips when 
you leaned forward to undo the zipper on his jeans. He thrust one of 
his knees and attempted to peer up at you, groaning against your 
pussy as you undid the button too before shoving his jeans down to 
his thighs after he raised his hips from the bed. “..Baby.” He grumbled, 
muffling his voice against your pussy when you sat down on his face 
again while tearing his boxers down to his thighs to expose his 
erection. Your hand dove for his dick as you lowered yourself in front 


moaning when he entered your mouth. He stiffened again, hissing as 
his dick began to curl into your mouth as he grew even harder. You 
drooled down on him, moaning some more as your voice vibrated 
against his flesh. You gasped again when he pried your thighs farther 
apart, surprised when he brought one hand down on your slit before 
rubbing at your stimulated nub with his fingers. You raised your hips a 
few times, parting your lips to speak before realizing you couldn’t 
verbally respond. You sucked at his cock, whimpering and groaning as 
you took him farther into your mouth before letting out a moan when 
he extended one of his long arms to yank at your hair. “Dylaaaan..” You 
grumbled, pausing as he loosened his fingers on your hair before 
letting out a strangled groan when you sucked harder. 

He kissed faster at your slit, running his hands across your ass and 
hips as you squirmed ontop of him while running your lips farther 
down his cock. He raised one hand to your torso, slipping it 
underneath the fabric of your shirt to massage at one of your breasts. 
You whined, running your mouth back and forth along his cock when 
you realized you were unable to look at him. He tweaked at your 
nipples as they grew erect, rolling the shirt up to your upper chest to 
expose your breasts. You gasped once more, glancing down at them 
as he ran both his hands over them before tweaking again at your 
nipples. “Dyl..” You murmured, panting as you rocked your hips again 
after removing his cock from your mouth. His pre-cum leaked out 
from his dick as saliva began to drool out from your lips, influencing 
you to swallow the mixture that was swimming around in your mouth 
before sucking down on him again. He massaged at your breasts and 
rubbed at your overstimulated slit, kissing along the outside of your 
pussy as you drooled down on his cock again. You moaned from his 
touches, locking your throat around his cock as more pre-cum began 
to leak out from it. You groaned again, incoherently mumbling his 
name as he licked at your overstimulation while groping once more at 
your ass. You ran your lips down to the tip of his cock, parting your lips 
as both your drool and his cum drizzled out from your mouth. You then 
sucked harder, making him hiss as you swallowed his cum before 
breathing in through your nose when he ran his tongue along the 
center of your slit with his tongue. You moaned down on him, drooling 
some more as your mouth became coated with his dried cum. 

He kissed at your swollen and overstimulated nub as cum pooled out 
from you slit, humming when you whimpered and tightened your grip 
on his thighs. You choked down on him again, breathing again through 


groan and raise his hips from the bed as he twitched and sprayed into 
your mouth. You swallowed the rest of his cum, sucking faster as drool 
began to escape from the corner of your lips again. He sighed and 
threw his head back against the bed, resting his fingers against your 
thighs as you sucked harder before grazing his cock with your tongue. 
“..(Y/N), fuck.” He hissed, raising one of his thighs as you clung onto 
both of them for support. You moaned at his response, giggling when 
he ran his fingertips along your wet and swollen pussy before letting 
out a mewl when he thrust his cock into the back of your mouth. He 
smiled down at you while chuckling deep in his chest, stroking faster 
at your slit as you choked on his cock before burrowing your head in 
between his thighs. He rested his hands down on your ass as you laid 
onto your stomach, facing the ceiling with a low groan when you ran 
your hot tongue underneath his cock after breathing in again through 
your nose. You tightened your lips around him, letting out a gutted 
sound when he pushed his middle finger past your entrance while 
darting his eyes between you and your pussy. “Dyl..” You gasped once 
again, blushing when he pulled his cock out from your mouth before 
rubbing at your back. “It’s fine..” He mumbled, adding another finger 
while pumping them in and out of you as your thighs ached and 
threatened to give out. 

You moaned and spread your thighs apart, letting out a shaky breath 
as your entire body shook from both the excessive touching and 
several minutes of crouching ontop of him. You whined and thrust 
your hips as he thrust his fingers in and out before curling them as 
more cum pooled out from your slit. You panted and glanced down at 
his cock, noticing it start to harden before you tilt your head to notice 
him silently watching you. He blushed, smiling to himself as he 
quickened his fingers before removing them from your slit completely 
when you cum began to gush out. He attached his mouth one last 
time to your slit to kiss at your swollen pussy, swallowing your cum 
before pulling away with a hum as you whimpered and collapsed 
against his legs. “Ow..” You mumbled, gasping when he carelessly 
propped you ontop of his lap. “..Sorry, beautiful.” He mumbled back, 
straightening his back right as your wrapped both your arms around 
him with a shaky breath. He peered down at you, caressing at your 
back when you buried your head into his neck while trying to catch 
your breath. You trembled as you peered back up at him, clinging onto 
his chest as he wrapped one arm around your waist before turning his 
head to glance up at his bedroom door. “..Kiss me.” He murmured, 
mirroring his earlier words as you raised yourself ontop of his lap with 


you cupped at his face with a blush. “Mhm, that was fun..” He 
mumbled, humming when you pulled away to look at him before 
blushing harder. “Kiss me again..” You retorted, running your hands 
across his chest as your limbs started to ache again. He glanced back 
down at you and clasped at your hands, cranking his neck as he 
leaned in to attach his mouth to yours with another low groan. You 
laced your fingers with his, smiling when he did the same thing before 
raising your arms above your head. “What do you wanna do next?” He 
asked, smiling when you blushed again before tilting your head to 
shyly look away from him. “Sleep..” You mumbled, collapsing onto the 
bed beside him as he giggled while peering down at you and your 
small body. He raised his hips to tug his boxers back on, shoving his 
cock back underneath them before laying onto his side beside you. 

“We could do that..” He mumbled, caressing at your cheek as you 
peered back up at him tiredly. 

“Actually, It’s getting late..” He then murmured, glancing between you 
and the alarm clock before crouching over the bed to grab a can of dr 
pepper from his mini fridge. You watched him pull back the tab and 
drink from the can, barely raising your voice to mumble, “I love you..” 

He sipped from the can again before setting it onto his desk while 
coolly mumbling back with, “I love you too baby..” You giggled, 
wrapping your arms back around him when he climbed into the bed 
next to you. “Okay, let’s go to sleep..” He mumbled, kicking both your 
clothes onto the floor before wrapping his own arms around you. 
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play Doom and so she starts teasing him and then maybe smut pis ? 
Looove your writing!!!^ I’m tireddddd. I know this is kinda shitty but I 

hope it’s alright. Sorry ://_“Eric, babe, we need to 

study!” (Y/N) frantically threw her hands down, clearly flustered with 
her lover. “(Y/N), we’ve studied almost every day this week! Just let 
me finish this level.” He leaned forward, pursing his lips as his fingers 
tapped on the keyboard. “Ericccccccc.” “(Y/NNNNNNNNNN).” He 
gave her a glance through his peripheral, otherwise not acknowledging 
her. “Really?” She crossed her arms, rolled her eyes, and pushed 
herself up and off the bed. Walking over, and throwing her hands over 
his neck from behind, trailing small kisses down his jaw. “Ericcccc,” 
she giggled, “come play with me.” “One second, I swear baby.” “But 
Eric, I need you huge, thick cock inside me, I want you so bad...” She 
moaned in his ear, smirking when the controller practically dropped 
from his hands. “Knock it off. You know you’re just doing this to get 
me off my game.” He shook his head at her, regaining his composure. 
She shrugged, making her way in front of him, getting on her knees. 
His thighs tensed under her hands, tracing her fingers up and down 
his thighs, his small groan making a pool form in her panties when she 
brushed her hand over his slight bulge. “(Y/N), god I love you, but 
please.” His hips bucked slightly when she applied pressure, almost 
begging for more friction. “Fuck, fuck, oh my god, Eric, harder, 
please!” She giggled, faking some moans and faces, hoping for a rise 
of out him. “God, you’re such a fucking cock tease.” He pushed 
himself back, standing up, towering over her sitting form. He reached 
out his hand, motioning for her to get up, and she happily obliged. He 
had pushed their study material into the floor. “Eric! I have to work on 
those la-“ He sat himself tugging (Y/N) to straddle his lap, and 
attached his mouth to hers, his fingers almost digging into her hips. 
Her soft moans made him grin into the kiss, his hips bucked, his bulge 
rubbing against the thin fabric of her shorts. Before she knew it, she 
was bent over his desk, panties and shorts pushed aside while be 
roughly thrusted his length into her, his ragged, harsh pants breathing 
down her neck. “Fuck, oh god, Reb... Please!” Her legs twitched 
slightly, moans emitted from Eric when he left her clench around his 
length. His hips bucked and she felt his length pulse inside her, “oh my 
god, Eric...” His seed filled her, and he pulled himself out, panting, his 
hot breath running down the small of her back. “Fuck, Eric...” “Ah, 
fuck. Should we study now?” He chuckled, planting a kiss on her 
cheek. “Oh god, probably.” 
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Preportions (Eric X Reader) Eric Harris x Reader Smut Request/Zhello! 
Ur imagines are awesome, can u do 1 where the reader has big boobs 
and a nice butt and Eric Harris loves your boobs and it’s smut? sry if 

weird._Eric and you had been dating for 

sometime. But, you both had been infatuated since the first date. Not 
really any sex, but, there were times when the tension was high, and 
you would do anything to have him. School was boring as fuck that 
day, and Eric had to stop somewhere to pick up a friend, so he asked 
you to come over later that night if you weren’t busy. And you 
smirked, “can’t make any promises, Harris!” And chuckled as you 
walked away. You thought this meant that you were obviously gonna 
come over, but he didn’t realize that. You just opened the door, that 
was usually how it was. It didn’t seem weird, because you didn’t 
normally. But Eric always brought you over. Walking through the front 
door, the quiet atmosphere greeted you, besides Eric’s recent favorite 
Rammstein track blaring. The familiar smell almost knocked you back, 
giggling to yourself when you hopped you way down to Eric’s room. 
Your eyes widened for a minute, catching Dylan’s eyes as he looked 
back at you for a minute, Eric ranting, pacing back and fourth. “God, I 
just wanna fuck her tits! They’re huge! And her ass? God, I wanna 
fucking ravish her, V. Seriously. I’m gonna make her forget her own 
name.” He chuckled loudly, Dylan trying to cut him off, but Eric, so 
determined, continued. “And she walks around sometimes in these 
leggings, and it’s like she has NOTHING ELSE on under them!” He 
throws his hands up, “her ass just fucking jiggles and I wanna pin her 
down and spank her until her ass is red!” He smirked, and finally Dyl 
spoke up. “Alright, I’m gonna go Reb.” He got up, grabbing his book 
bag and shuffling his way out of Eric’s room. Eric sighed, “what the 
fuck is your-“ he spun himself around, almost choking on his words, 
“problem.” Dylan booked it as soon as he heard Eric’s reaction. “Hey, 
Rebby!” You giggled at him. “Uh, hey. Did you, hear any of the stupid 
bullshit I said?” He rubbed the back of his neck awkwardly. “Yeah. I 
thought it,” you stepped a little closer to him, “kinda hot.” You 
shrugged. “Uh, wha- er, oh, okay good!” He stepped back, crossing his 
arms and sitting on the edge of his bed. You smirked, stepped closer 
to his bed, and straddled his hips. You leaned forward, kissing his 
jawline, “you should tell me more, Eric.” You grinded up against him. 




spank you ” he placed his hands on your hips, one laying a small, sharp 
slap, on your ass. He leaned forward, connect your lips, groaning 
softly. “God... Rebby...” You giggled in between kisses, moaning a little 
louder when he snakes his hand up your shirt, “can I?” He breaks the 
kiss to whisper, and smiling at him, you nod, and connect your lips 
again. He wrapped his arms around your hips, hoisting himself up to 
turn around, tossing you back so he could hover over you, lifting the 
hem of your shirt. He fumbled with the back of your bra, groaning into 
the kiss when you rubbed your thigh against his hard on. “I love your 
huge tits, god, I just love to watch them bounce when we drive down 
the gravel road on the way to your house. God, I’d love to just tit fuck 
you.” He smirks, roughly grabbing your chest. He brings his head 
down, sucking and flicking his tongue over your nipple. Soft moans 
escaped your mouth, “R-Reb, please,” you trailed off, eyes fluttering. 
“What do you want, huh?” He brings his head up, smirking as he looks 
you in the eye. “I, uh, want your big cock, Reb.” You smirked back, 
groaning when his hand slipped into your pants. You fumbled around, 
pushing down the hem of your pants as he lightly traced your 
entrance, goosebumps rising and shutters racking through your body. 
Feeling awkward, being the only one clothes, you pull him forward by 
his collar, and hook your other hand on his belt loop, latching your 
mouth back onto his, and giggling to yourself when he pulls away to 
unbuckle his belt, frustrated, the tent in his boxers painfully evident. 

He latched his mouth back onto yours, gasping when you suddenly 
pulled the waistband of his boxers down, his erection springing free. 

He groaned, the cold air hitting his pulsating tip. You giggled at him, 
gasping when his fingers found your entrance once again, this time 
leading up to your clit, “god, you’re so wet for me, aren’t you?” he 
smirked, putting pressure on your sensitive bundle of nerves. Soft 
moans escaped your mouth, his bulge straining against your leg. “Eric, 
p-please,” you whimpered, grabbing his collar to kiss him. “You want 
me to what, huh?” “Fuck me, please Reb. Please.” You groaned, 
throwing your head back when he put himself between your legs, 
groaning into the kiss when he rubbed himself between your slick 
folds. He pulled away, one hand on the bed and the other on his cock, 
“are you sure this is okay?” “Of course Reb. Now please, I want you.” 
You begged him, a look of desperation in your eyes. He smirked, 
carefully pushing himself into your core, the feeling of fullness 
shocking you slightly. He groaned, eyebrows furrowed. He looked up 
at you, asking silent permission. You nodded back, wanting him to 
move. His voice croaked when he thrusted, his hand holding him up. 


resting the other hand on his neck. The shock wave of his cock 
stretching you ripped through you, quickly getting used to it, feeling 
his fullness touch every inch of you. “Oh god, Eric!” You threw your 
head back, lightly gripping the back of his hair. “God, you’re so 
beautiful with my cock inside you.” He looked up at you, taking his free 
hand and rubbing circles around your clit. His thrusting continued for 
a few minutes, developing a steady rhythm and gaining sweat beading 
on his forehead. “Eric, please, please, please,” you begged him, just 
needing a little more to reach the edge, wanting a well needed release. 
His groans filled the room, his cock throbbing inside you as he rubbed 
the circles around your clit directly, pushing you both over the edge. 
“Oh fuck!” His harsh groan rippled through the room, his head being 
thrown back, his seed spilling into you. “God, Eric!” Your gripped his 
hair, pulling his head down to connect your lips once more, as you felt 
your orgasm ripple through you. Heavy breathing died down as he 
pulled himself out of you, his half lidded eyes staring at you with love 
and admiration. “God, I know that wasn’t great b-“ “Rebby,” you 
giggled, stroking his cheek, “you were perfect. Stop doubting yourself. 
Please.” “I love you.” He pulled his chin up, kissing you passionately. “I 
love you more Eric.” 
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Why are teenagers held solely responsible for environments adults 
have raised them in? 

It is known that Dylan Klebold was the “golden child” of the family, put 
under immense pressure in school and other activities to make his 
parents proud. Although the Klebolds were attentive, their pressuring 
parenting style and unwillingness to talk about their feelings may have 
contributed to Dylan’s poor mental health. On the other hand, Eric was 
the “problem child” and his household was run strictly under his 
father’s military fist. Both teens were known to not have good 
relationships with their overbearing families. 

Violence is not a new thing, especially in America. Boys are taught 
from a young age that carrying cool weapons, being ruthless, and 
resorting to violence means being brave and manly. The boys favorite 
movie and the nickname for their plan, “Natural Born Killers” glorifies 
heavy violence. Through movies, music, video games, and a booming 
gun culture, taking out one’s enemies with violence is a common 
practice that American boys are immersed in. 

At school, Eric and Dylan were severely bullied, particularly by jocks. 
Columbine officials did not ever do anything to stop it, and sometimes 
contributed to it by turning the other way in the halls, and humiliating 
them in class for offenses like being late. The cult-like jock culture 
continued to thrive and no changes were made. People didn’t dare 
suggest students were to blame, one news anchor saying “the football 
team had to live with the painful suggestion that somehow the 
school's athletic culture was to blame, that their actions spurred on 
the shooters.” The school continued to ignore the fact that Eric and 
Dylan were a product of their school system. Yelling “We! Are! 


o 


On top of that, Eric and Dylan had a run in with the law by getting 
arrested for breaking into a van and stealing video equipment The two 
had to then complete a diversion program with classes, community 
service, and many lectures from law enforcement and their parents 
about being good citizens. For two boys not keen on authority, the 
arrest is seen as the tipping point of their control, launching them into 
determination to kill, an extreme way of rebelling against the system. 

The culture of Littleton is to blame. Not only the emphasis on sports, 
but the pressure to get into a good college and escape the town could 
have had an effect on the teenager’s psyche. A student says, “It was 
painfully average. The kind of place where they say ‘If you're a loser 
now, you're a loser forever.' And who knows, if they hadn't said that 
they might not have done it.” A\though Dylan had plans to attend the 
University of Arizona, he could have been too far gone to care. Eric 
had no plans for his future after he was rejected from the Marines for 
taking medication for his anger issues and depression. The two boys 
saw no positive future for themselves beyond Littleton. 

Almost a decade later, the topic of the massacre is a taboo in Littleton, 
a taint on their community, and never discussed. Still, one thing 
remains. Brooks Brown said it best, “Eric and Dylan created this 
tragedy, but Columbine created them.” 
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Funny Guy that hid in the Shadows 


Renee Kinsella did state that she thought Dylan was a little strange 
because he "hid in the shadows" and didn't like to be the center of 
attention, although he could've been because he was so funny. 
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u and dylan watching a horror movie and then u get scared and then 
he comforts u and then he makes sweet, sensual love to u (SMUT 
and FLUFF) 

“Do you wanna head out to blockbuster? I don’t have anything new to 
watch..” He asked, mumbling as he bent over on the carpet in front of 


VHS or DVD player. The screen grew distorted as the text, ‘PLAY’ 
popped up in the corner, signaling he had put in a VHS as the tape 
injected itself into the tray. “What did you put in?” You asked as he 
approached the couch, laying your back down against his long legs 
when he spread them out towards the edge of the cushion. His breath 
slowed underneath your head as you laid it against his belly, making 
his heart start to pound in his chest as the thought of your face right 
above his crotch. The screen grew black for several seconds, 
transitioning to a FBI warning screen before fading in with ‘Dimension 
Home Video..’ You turned onto your side, resting your cheek down on 
his abdomen while staring back at the screen. A few more seconds 
passed until large glowing text popped up on screen, startling you as 
the audio boomed through the television’s speakers into the quiet 
living room. “Fuck!” You hissed, flinching ontop of him as the 
exclamation 'coming soon to theaters’ rang from the screen. He 
giggled, petting at the back of your head as you timidly stared back at 
the screen before nuzzling your face into his chest. One preview after 
another played, both the advertisements and physical contact causing 
your heart to flutter and stomach build up with acid. He went silent as 
he laid underneath you, staring back at the screen with a soft 
expression clear with slight boredom yet somewhat melancholy. 
“Dylan?” You murmured, making him look down at you while raising 
his brows. “You okay?” You asked, receiving a nod as he turned his 
attention back to the screen. Several minutes passed until the 
dimension films logo returned, fading in to Miramax over the sounds 
of rap music blaring over the image of a cinema. “..Wait, is this Scream 
2?” You asked, sitting up from the couch. “Yeah?” He mumbled, sitting 
up too. “..Haven’t you seen this before?” You shook your head, leaning 
back on your elbows as you turned your eyes back towards the screen. 
He glanced down at you, raising his hands reluctantly at your sides as 
he worked up the nerve to hold you into his arms. The intro to the film 
turned violent, spilling with gore and cynicism within minutes to 
provide both shock and fear. You froze against him, staring back at the 
screen warily as images of stabbing violated your eyes. “Dyl..” You 
mumbled, barely raising your voice while reaching out to cling at his 
arm. He raised his head to look at you, laying it back down on the 
armrest of the couch as you continued to quietly stare back at the 
screen. 

You flinched again at the jumpscares, clutching at his shirt as your 
anxiety started to increase from each second that ticked by. “Dylan..” 
You murmured, peering up at him with a pained expression as the 


his head from the end of the couch. You sighed, shakily raising 
yourself ontop of his chest as you clutched onto his shirt harder with a 
strangled breath. He wrapped his arms around your waist, sighing too 
as you nuzzled your face into his neck. Your eyes returned to the 
screen as he peered down at you again, examining your scared face as 
you slowly grew more frightened by each jump scare and bloody 
action that occurred on screen. “..Dylan.” You mumbled, holding back 
a whine as you hid your face into his neck. “Oh god..” He giggled 
again, running his hand over your back as he turned his attention back 
towards the screen. “..What if ghostface comes in here?” You asked, 
making him laugh as he stroked comfortingly at your shoulder too. 
“..What if I’m ghostface?” He responded, laughing harder when you 
nuzzled your face against his neck again while grasping one of his own 
shoulders. The title sequence played out, easing your tension for just a 
little while as your body finally began to relax. Unfortunately, the film 
began to get scarier; taking you by surprise as the fear started to 
return in your chest. “..Dylaaan?” You drawled, moaning against his 
neck as the image of a blade shot through one of the character’s skull. 
He stiffened, running his fingertips across your scalp as his dick began 
to harden through his jeans. You rolled onto your stomach, peeking 
above the couch as the dialogue and sound effects echoed against the 
walls of the still quiet room. “Dylan, I’m scared..” You mumbled in a 
soft and childish voice, gripping harder at his shoulder. He tilt his head 
to look at you, grazing your cheek with his due to the proximity right 
as he opened his mouth to murmur, “You want me to protect you?” 
You nodded, blushing as you peered up at him again while clinging 
onto his arm. He leaned in and parted his lips before attaching them to 
yours, causing a moan to escape your mouth as you curled into his 
side. “It’s okay, I won’t anyone touch you..” He then whispered, trailing 
his kisses down to your jaw. “Unless it’s me..” You moaned louder, 
throwing your head back against his other shoulder with a mewl as he 
bit into your neck. 

“Please..” You begged, whining as he leaned down to press kisses to 
your neck, emitting soft sounds against your flesh when he began to 
slow his lips. “Dylaan..” You mumbled, letting out a strained gasp right 
as he hastily flipped you onto your back with a ragged breath before 
leaning in to aggressively reattach his mouth to yours. You moaned 
against his lips, raising both your arms to wrap them around his back 
as his crotch grazed into yours. “..Touch me.” You breathed out, raising 
your hips when he grinded his hard cock against your slit through your 
clothes. He peered down at you with a shaky breath, running his 


before placing it onto your stomach. He circled it around your torso, 
raising it towards your chest while peering back down at you for a 
reaction. You reached out to clasp at his hand, moaning again when he 
squeezed at your breast. “I want to fuck you so bad, right now..” He 
whispered, dropping his head to kiss at your neck before groping at 
both your breasts through your shirt. Your hands dove for the back of 
his head, enveloping through his dark blonde hair as he tilt his head to 
press a few kisses to your jaw again. You raised your hips again, 
brushing your crotch against his while sighing when he kissed harder 
at your skin before grinding back against you. “..I want you.” You 
whispered, sighing again when he let out a moan beside your ear. His 
mouth trailed down to your neck as he left some more kisses, making 
your eyes practically roll back in your head as he bit down on your 
flesh again. “You want me?” He murmured, repeating your words. You 
nodded, arching your back as he ran his hands down to your hips 
before exchanging another glance with you. “..I love you.” He then 
whispered, laying kisses along your cheek as he pinned all his weight 
down ontop of you. You ran your hands down his back, scratching at 
the back of his shirt as you peered up at him uncomfortably. “I love 
you more..” You mumbled, making him chuckle as he mentally readied 
himself for what was about to happen. “Well, I love you even more..” 

He retorted, digging his elbows into the cushion at either side of your 
head as you both stared back at eachother while ignoring the loud 
sounds erupting from the television. You hummed, blushing as he 
beamed down at you before leaning in to reattach his lips to yours 
again. He stiffened when you responded, groaning deep in his chest 
when you wrapped your arms around his neck before raising your hips 
against his. You moaned against his lips, grinding your crotch back 
against his when he took your face into his hands before pulling away 
to murmur, “You’re so beautiful.." 

You caressed at his cheek, blushing harder when he gazed in on your 
face again before rocking his hips. You ran your fingers through his 
blonde hair with a gasp, panting against his mouth as he peered back 
down at you while hardening again through his jeans. "Let me take 
care of you..” He breathed out, attacking your neck with kisses before 
lowering his hands to his waist to undo his belt. “Now?” You 
murmured, letting out a shaky breath as he nodded and raised his hips 
to shove down his jeans before raising your thighs from the couch 
cushion. “..Now.” He repeated, lowering his head to trail kisses along 
your inner thighs before peering back up at you for consent. You 
nodded, whimpering when he tore down your sweats before flinging 


overcame your mind. He hummed, raising your ankles to his shoulders 
while cranking his neck to peer back down at you. “I’m scared..” You 
repeated your earlier words, clenching your thighs when he removed 
your panties from them before glancing back down at you silently. “..I’ll 
be gentle.” He murmured, hovering his mouth beside your ear while 
grasping at each of your sides. You released a shaky breath and 
nodded, moaning against his mouth when he pressed a sloppy and 
long kiss to your lips while shoving down his boxers. He then pushed 
his cock past your entrance, thrusting in a few times with a string of 
grunts right as he detached his mouth from yours to mutter, “Oh 
fuck..” You whined, shaking your head erratically while pushing at his 
chest. “Dyl, you’re too big..” He released a strangled breath while 
glancing back down at you, shaking his head too as he pulled out 
before muttering, “Oh, fuck.. I’m sorry..” You furrowed your brows, 
throwing your head back again with a high-pitched gasp when he 
tugged his boxers back on before lowering himself down your body to 
attach his lips to your slit. “Dyl..” You mumbled, sighing as you slipped 
your hands back through his dark blonde hair. He laid kisses along 
your slit, pressing his lips harder against your sensitive flesh right as 
you yanked at his dark locks with an arch of the back. “..You’re so 
gorgeous..” He mumbled, sending vibrating sensations to your pussy. 
You gasped again and raised your lips, releasing a long and pitched 
sigh when he pushed his tongue past your entrance too. “Fuck, I’m 
sorry for not preparing you..” He mumbled almost to himself as he 
circled your slit with his fingertips, causing it to swell within seconds. 
“It’s fine..” You whispered in a raspy voice, raising your hips again from 
his action. His head rose from your thighs so he could take in your 
reaction, followed by his fingers rubbing at your swelling nub. “Does 
that feel good?” He asked, influencing you to let out a whimper as you 
grasped harder at his hair. 

You nodded, clamping your hand down on the back of his neck as he 
buried his head back in between your thighs to aggressively mash his 
mouth against your slit. “You like me touching you?” He asked, 
humming when you nodded again. He then raised himself up from 
your legs, making you whimper and twitch your hips a few times as he 
detached his mouth completely from your pussy. You opened your 
mouth to speak, releasing another moan when he cranked his neck to 
press a kiss to your lips yet again. “All 1 can think about is how much 1 
want to fuck you..” He muttered, groaning lowly under his breath. You 
bit at your lip and spread your legs, mewling when he carelessly ran 
his fingers along your slit while staring back down at you. You peered 


when he attached his lips to your throat with a moan. “I want to make 
love to you so badly..” He murmured, releasing a sound similar to a 
growl as he kissed at your jaw and cheek before resting his head into 
your neck. You raised your arms to his back, feeling your body rock 
and forth as he raised himself from the cushion to remove your shirt. 
You gasped, blushing up at him as your breasts bounced from his 
action, causing another moan to leave his lips. “Dyl..” You mumbled in 
a soft voice, mewling again when his mouth returned to your neck. He 
trailed his kisses down to your chest, resting one on each of your 
breasts before raising his head when you grabbed at his hand. “..Here.” 
You whispered, placing his fingers ontop of your slit. “Touch me 
again..” He paused, exchanging a glance with you before brushing his 
fingers along your barely touched pussy. His fingertips ran across your 
nub, influencing your thighs to twitch as he ran his fingers along the 
top and center of your slit. “Faster, Dyl..” You whispered, arching your 
back as your nipples started to harden from his touches. He caressed 
at one of your breasts, cupping at it as he quickened the pace of his 
fingertips while murmuring, “Like this?” You nodded, twitching your 
hips a few times as his fingers began to stimulate your entire pussy. 
“Yes..” You whispered, slouching against the now heated couch as he 
glanced back down at you to soak in your reaction. 

“..Harder.” You then muttered, whining when he rubbed at your 
stimulated and swelling nub. He hummed, smiling right as he cranked 
his neck again to press a kiss to your forehead and temple. “..You 
gettin’ ready to cum?” He asked, digging his fingers into your moist slit 
with a chuckle when you peered up at him before clutching at his 
knuckle with an aroused expression. “Awww..” He then cooed, grinning 
down at you as you tried to look at him. “Dyl, please., faster.” You 
begged, clenching your eyes shut as they began to blur in synch with 
your head whirling from all the sensations. “Okay..” He mumbled, 
feeling his dick start to throb through his boxers as he tweaked at your 
nipple and rubbed faster. Faint and wet sounds emitted from your 
swollen pussy, signaling how aroused you had grown as your slit 
clenched in anticipation for orgasm. You whimpered up at him, letting 
out cry when he detached his hand from your pussy to coolly mutter, 
“Okay, I think that’s enough..” Your thighs ached as you tried to sit up, 
gasping when he pushed you back down and pinned you to the couch 
before murmuring, “Stay still..” You patiently peered up at him, 
awaiting his next action as he shoved his boxers back down and ran 
his hands along your abdomen before glancing back down at as he 
pushed his cock past your entrance. You yelped, quickly wrapping 


gripping at the armrest underneath your head. “Move, baby..” He then 
murmured, wincing when you clenched down on his cock before 
obeying to his instruction. “Yeeeaaah...” He drawled, whispering as his 
fingers tightened their grip on the couch. “Keep moving..” He 
muttered, groaning when you dug your fingernails into his back before 
moving your hips faster. You whimpered, peering up at him with a 
pained expression right as he went to thrust faster too, nuzzling your 
face against his neck when he leaned down to press a kiss to your 
temple. 

The TV blared on in the background, masking the sounds leaving both 
of your throats as you continued to move against each other. “..I love 
you.” He murmured, speaking in a strained and needy voice as you 
clenched harder on his cock. You reached out to take his face into your 
hands, making him moan as you pressed a gentle but firm kiss to his 
lips. “Aaah, baby.. I don’t know if I can last this long..” He confessed, 
murmuring again in a hushed voice. You smiled up at him and 
mumbled, “Just relax, enjoy yourself..” He moaned louder, throwing his 
head back as he picked up the pace of his thrusts. “..Raise your legs.” 
He then muttered, panting as he clasped at the back of your knees 
before pinning his weight down ontop of you again. You grunt and 
peered up at him and his eyes that were clear with arousal, attempting 
to move underneath his chest as he leaned in to kiss you once more. 
“Dyl..” You whispered, sighing when he returned his mouth to your 
neck to suck and bite there before pressing a few kisses to your cheek 
again. “I know, baby..” He mumbled, moving his hips again when he 
began to thrust back into you. You moaned louder than you had 
previously, whimpering up at him helplessly as he tightened his fingers 
around the back of your knees and thrust harder. “..You’re so goddamn 
beautiful..” He murmured, taking in the sight of you unraveling 
beneath him before cranking his neck to drop kisses ontop of your 
breasts that were bouncing from each movement he sent to your 
small body. “Dylaaan..” You murmured in a soft voice, flickering your 
eyes a few times as your vision began to blur again. He hummed, 
peering down at you as he thrust in and out of you at an slow and 
moderate pace. The beads on his cloth necklace clacked against one 
another from his movements, ringing in synch with his hair that was 
bouncing off his cheeks. “..God, I love you.” He murmured, grumbling 
as you clasped at his shoulders with a disoriented expression. “I love 
seeing you like this, helpless in my grasp..” He continued, grunting as 
he thrust at your g-spot a single time before slowing his movements. 
You let out a cry and tightened your arms around his back, moaning in 


movements to both prevent his own orgasm and let the image of you 
sink into his memories. 

“Dylan..” You moaned, whimpering and panting underneath him right 
as he pressed his body down ontop of yours after clutching at your 
hips for leverage. He sucked in a breath, tilting his head to glance 
down at you as you struggled to raise your hips and squirm under his 
weight. “Lift your legs again..” He then mumbled, raising them to his 
own hips after you did as told before wrapping them around his torso. 
You let out another cry, whining when he buried his face into your 
neck while parting his lips in euphoria at the feel of being able to move 
more freely. “Baby, you’re so tight.” He commented, biting down on 
your shoulder as he clutched harder at your hips before thrusting into 
you harder. You panted, mewling at the feel of his mouth trailing 
another handful of kisses across your jaw and neck. “Dylan, It hurts..” 
You mumbled, clawing at his back as he grunt and bit at your throat. 
“..Faster.” You whispered, feeling your eyes roll back in your head again 
when he removed his head from your neck before complying to your 
request. You grabbed at both his shoulders, sighing in relief when you 
finally were allowed to move your hips again. He watched your every 
movement, trying to keep himself together in attempt to not fall apart 
or collapse ontop of you. “..You’re such an angel..” He murmured, 
pressing a number of kisses to your face as you loosened your hold 
around him, squirming continuously as your body threatened to reach 
orgasm. “Dylaaan..” You whined, dropping your hands onto his lower 
back as he began to slow his thrusts in between pants. “..You feel 
protected?” He asked, referring to your previous anxiety. You nodded, 
releasing a shaky breath right as he returned his fingers to your slit, 
bucking your hips a few times as he rubbed hurriedly at your swollen 
nub. “Do I make you feel good?” He continued, giggling when you 
nodded again erratically. “..Are you gonna cum?” He then asked, 
chuckling lowly under his breath you nodded a third time before 
letting out a shaky sigh. “Okay..” He muttered, concealing his laughter 
as he leaned down to press one last kiss to your forehead. “I’m not 
holding you back..” You moaned at his words, making him blush as he 
stared back down at you before rubbing again at your swollen and 
throbbing nub. “..Just, cum.” He mumbled, receiving a loud cry from 
you as you raised your hips a few more times from the couch. “Dylan, 
l-l..” You stuttered, covering your eyes with your hands as your head 
started to whirl from his touches an movements. He groped at one of 
your breasts and stared down at you, waiting patiently as he began to 
slow down his thrusts before freezing in his tracks when you clenched 


weight down ontop of you with a grunt. 

He attacked your neck once again with kisses, groaning when you ran 
one of your hands through his locks while trying to catch your breath. 
“Goddamn, baby..” He mumbled, gripping harder at your hips as he 
rode out the last of his thrusts. You tilt your head to glance up at the 
TV, realizing you two had missed a good fifteen or twenty minutes of 
the movie as he moaned in a disgruntled voice beside your ear. You 
stroked your fingertips through his scalp, tousling his curls at the back 
of his neck as he buried his face again into yours. “I love you, Dylan..” 
You mumbled softly, petting at his head as you stared back at the 
television screen while waiting for him to catch his own release. “I love 
you too, baby..” He grumbled, slowing his movements before 
eventually crashing ontop of you. You uncomfortably raised your head 
to kiss at his neck, mewling when he wrapped his arms around your 
waist and did the same thing. “Dyl..” You murmured once more, 
giggling as your attention finally turned back to the tv screen. “Ah, 
look., ghostface.” You mumbled, tightening your arms around his back 
after hiding your face into his neck. He hummed, raising his head from 
your own neck to glance back at the screen. “Oh, the guy you’re 
scared of?” He teased, grinning down at you when you furrowed your 
brows up him while whining like a scared cat. “Don’t say that, what if 
he heard you?” You murmured, peeking over the couch as he started 
to laugh again. “..Baby, he’s a fictional character.” He mumbled, pulling 
you back into his chest. “He can’t physically get you..” You whined, 
tightening your arms around his waist. “That doesn’t help at all..” He 
smirked, tilting his head to peer down at you as you shyly looked away 
from his gaze. “Aww, would you feel better if I fucked you again?” He 
faked cooed, sending chills to your spine as you timidly peered up at 
him from his chest. “Uhm, no..” You muttered, making him laugh 
again. “Okay, I’m gonna pull out now..” He mumbled, pushing you onto 
your back before removing his soft and dripping cock from your 
swollen and leaking pussy. He sighed, hissing as he palmed at his cock 
before mumbling in his usual calm and low voice, “Aaaah, I’m sorry.” 
You shook your head, furrowing your brows again when he began to 
pull on his boxers. “I gotta rewind where we left off.." 

"It’s okay..” You mumbled, slipping your panties back on as he stood to 
his feet before approaching the VCR player. He clicked at a few 
buttons, pausing in between them as he stood beside the television 
after pressing at both 'Stop’ and 'Rewind.’ You pulled your sweatpants 
back on too, shoving your shirt off to the side of the couch before 


both your arms around his waist after sneaking up behind him. “..I love 
you.” You murmured, resting your head down on his arm that was 
hanging by his side. “I love you too..” He muttered after a few seconds, 
focusing in on the screen before pressing at the 'Play’ button. The 
screen flashed, bleeding with scratches and static before fading in on 
the image of ghostface. You squealed, running back towards the 
couch as he turned to look at you with an amused smirk. “..(Y/N).” He 
then drawled, smiling as he followed you back to the couch before 
engulfing you into a hug. “You’re so fucking adorable.." 
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4/20/1999: a dylan klebold imagine 

trigger warning: the following is graphic, & includes mature 
material, if you are sensitive to suicide, school shootings, & 
other things of this manner, proceed with caution. 

you sit, your head leaning back on a bookshelf, looking to the ceiling, 
you stare down the fluorescent lights until your vision gets spotty, 
forcing you to look away, you caress the books on the shelf behind 
you, searching for something to do. you hadn’t seen dylan, or even eric 
for that matter, all day. you always hated tuesdays. they seemed like a 
gap day, & dyl always knew how they’d get you down, he often offer 
you his condolences in the form of a hug, or gentle kiss, it had been 
nearly two years since you started dating, you had met in a production 
class, & been inseparable ever since, these days, you had been 
exhausted, & his moods were a roller coaster that, more often than 
not, were too much for you. but you relied on him, & he you. dylan was 
not nearly as good at hiding his emotions as eric, & you could tell 
something was bothering him. but something was bothering you too. 
something you planned to tell him later today, if you could find him. 
your thoughts were interrupted by a popping sound, you instantly felt 
sick, but comforted yourself in the fact it could be a prank, afterall, it 
was 4/20. it wouldn’t be out of the norm for some dipshit to take 
something too far when they’re off their ass. it wasn’t until you heard 
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got closer, but you willed yourself to ignore it. 

“it’s a prank, it’s just a prank.” you kept whispering to yourself, you 
might have been able to buy it earlier, but now you couldn’t, your 
entire body was tense, yet you managed to crawl to a near table, 
everyone around you was letting out cries of their own from their own 
corner of hiding, a teacher ran in, shouting for people to take cover, 
you couldn’t hear her, but slightly recognized her voice, her yelling did 
nothing but frighten the already hiding students, but you ignored their 
fear, you had more important things to worry about, dylan. where the 
hell was he? you prayed, for the first time, really prayed, he had stayed 
home from school, a sudden cold? food poisoning? if he had been 
shot, you knew you would never be able to go on. you tried to calm 
yourself with deep breaths, but nothing worked, a bomb went off, as 
near as the hallway, & moments later, shooters were in the library. 

“oh my god.” you whispered to yourself, clutching your hands to your 
chest, the shooters were on the other side of the library, but you could 
vaguely see them through the cracks, two black figures, moving, 
laughing, in that moment, you felt a burning hatred, how dare they 
come in, disturbing what little peace columbine had left? you heard 
gunshots, screaming, & even saw blood, all over the carpet, you felt 
like you were going to throw up. one of the shooters came closer to 
where you were, the computer tables, you shut your eyes as tight as 
possible, hoping they wouldn’t notice you, but it was too late. 

“v! you’re gonna wanna come over here!” it was eric, you opened your 
eyes to see his face up in yours, eric had always been like a brother to 
you, someone you could trust, but anger was never outside the norm, 
still, you never thought he’d be capable of something like this. 

“harris?” you asked, he nodded, looking stern & confused, “what the 
fuck are you doing? where’s dylan? where’s-“ a large figure 
approached you. 

“reb-“ he began, until he spotted you. it was dylan. “y/n.” you got up 
from under the desk. 

“dyl?” your voice is shakey & pained. 

“oh, sweetheart, i...” words failed him as he walked towards you, 
wrapping his arms around you. you pushed him away. 


“you’re hurting people! you’re hurting me!” you take a deep breath, & 
your voice softens, as you take his hands in your own. “what are you 
doing?” 

“i- i...” he can’t make out a sentence, you stand on your toes, & plant a 
soft kiss on his lips, your hands now cupping his cheeks, you slowly 
pull away, your foreheads grazing each other. 

“dyl, i’m pregnant.” everything seemed to freeze, he pulls away, his 
face is constricted & pained. 

“w-what? how? i-“ 

“i’m pregnant.” you repeated, louder, but your voice much weaker than 
before. 

“oh my god, i-“ you shush him. 

“no, no, it’s okay, it’s okay, i was planning on telling you today, i 
thought it would be funny, you know? 4/20, or whatever, i-“ 

“how long have you known?” his voice is softer than you’ve ever heard 
it. 

“like, uh, two days? maybe three?” he glances away, then looks back 
to you. 

“i just wish you would’ve told me sooner.” his voice begins to raise, 
“god, i wish you would have told me fucking sooner before i,” he’s 
yelling now. “before i fucked everything up. i fucked everything up for 
myself, for you, for that-“ before he can finish, he looks back to you, & 
sees the tears streaming down your face, “oh, sweetheart...” his voice 
is softer once more, & he embraces you. 

“so,” eric begins, “what now?” the anger seems to be drained from the 
both of them. 

“everyone, get out of here!” dylan yells, people stay concealed, “get 
the fuck out!” they begin to get out, slowly, then rush out of the 
building, eric turns to dylan, as if to ask for a que to start killing, for the 
first time, dylan is calling the shots, you turn to him. 

“dyl, you have to go out.” he nods lightly, “a dad in a jail... that’s better 
than no dad.” he looks pained, he turns to eric. 

“this the end of the road for you, reb?” eric smiles at him. 


“you don’t have to.” you whisper in his ear. 

“no, i do.” he pulls away, “i don’t have anything outside of here, dylan 
does.” you nod. 

“i love you, harris.” he gives a pained smile. 

“me too, y/n. now get out of here.” hand in hand, you & dylan leave the 
library, & make it to the front office when you hear a pipe bomb & 
gunshot, dylan drops his weapons. 

“you need to leave before me. i don’t want them to think-“ normally, 
you’d object, but you were thinking for more than yourself now. 

“yeah.” & there you go, alone, hands above your head, walking out 
onto the field, law enforcement surrounds you, & pass you to medics 
where safety blankets are distributed & health checks done, moments 
later, you see dylan leave the school, his wrath shirt bloodied, his 
hands high, his hair flowing, & his trench coat’s tail following eagerly 
behind him. 
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No Easy Answers by Brooks Brown and 
Rob Merritt 


I hope Brooks won’t mind too much if I link to his book here-given 
how many kids there are out there who may wish to read it and who 
are broke and/or cheap! 
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We’re Here For You (Eric Harris & Dylan 
Klebold) *Smut* 
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Dylan's best Triena, ana Dylan invites you 
over to hang out with him and Eric at his 
house, but things don't go as you originally 
planned... 

I rung the doorbell to Dylan’s house, impatiently rocking on the balls of 
my feet as I waited for him to come and open his front door. The soft 
padding of footsteps approached and not a second later the door 
swung open, revealing a disheveled looking Dylan, red face and ruffled 
hair. I giggled at the sight of him, wondering how intensely he and Eric 
had been playing video games before I’d shown up. 

“Oh, (Y/N). I thought you’d be here—” Dylan stopped to glance quickly 
at the watch on his wrist, “Nevermind, you’re on time.” 

I smiled, skipping past Dylan as he waved me inside his large home. I 
admired the entry hall, studying the photos of his family that hung on 
the walls. A few of him and his dad at baseball and some of camping 
trips, the cute photos brought a small smile to my face. 

“Eric’s up in my room. Want a Dr Pepper?” Dylan rushed and I let out a 
small laugh at his awkwardness. 

Even though we’d been friends for years, Dylan still seemed to have a 
reluctant vibe around me. It didn’t bother me too much, as I was the 
same, but I did wish that we could open up to each other much more 
than we did. We were best friends, mostly through Eric, who I’d 
started dating a few months after meeting. The three of us had begun 
to do everything together, on the weekends mostly, since we didn’t 
attend the same school. 

“Uh yeah, sure.” A smile drifting on my lips as I followed the tall boy 
into his large homey kitchen, grasping the cool soda can with both my 
hands as Dylan handed it to me, straight from the fridge. 

I trailed behind him, taking small sips from my drink as Dylan led me 
upstairs to his room to begin playing DOOM with Eric. 

I watched Dylan run his long fingers through his wavy hair, a sigh 
exiting his mouth as he stretched his neck to the side. I felt my 
stomach do flips as imagined what his fingers could do to me, 
especially when they were that long. The dirty thoughts that filled my 
head made my cheeks flush, my body heating up. I cursed myself for 
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I was so distracted that I hadn’t realised Dylan had stopped in front of 
his bedroom door. I smacked into Dylan’s back, my forehead slamming 
straight into his shoulder blade. 

“Ow.” I whined, holding my forehead lightly as I pouted. 

Dylan chuckled as he opened his bedroom door, ushering me inside 
before shutting it behind him. I saw Eric on Dylan’s desk chair, yelling 
at the computer screen as he tried to complete the level of DOOM he 
was currently stuck on. He looked good with his white shirt tucked 
into black cargo pants, all completed with his black KMFDM hat, the 
front twisted round to the back. 

“Hey Eric.” I greeted, walking to his side and placing my Dr Pepper 
next to the computer on Dylan’s desk. 

Eric jumped in surprise at my voice, “Oh shit, hey baby.” 

And with that, the night began. 


It was a few hours later, probably 10 at night or so and Dylan, Eric and 
I had migrated to the dining room. All three of us were seated around 
the table, two half empty bottles of vodka readily available in the 
center of it. Our words were slightly slurred, giggles and incoherent 
mumbles leaving our lips in flurries. 

I sat on Eric’s lap, his arm wrapped tightly around my waist, his head 
leaning on my shoulder. Dylan sat opposite us, his legs stretched out 
so that his feet were resting on top of the wooden table. I laid my head 
against Eric’s, letting out a relaxed sigh as I played with his short hair. 

Dylan and Eric sparked up conversation, leaving me with my own 
thoughts as they discussed whatever. I started to become painfully 
aware of Eric’s warm breath on my neck and the vibrations that he 
would send through my body each time he laughed. Dylan’s hands 
once again caught my attention and I found myself licking my lips at 
the thought of them inside me. My thighs clenched at the thought of 
both Dylan and Eric using me, however they wanted. 

I was broken out of my lustful daze by Eric’s voice, “Baby? Dylan and I 
would like to talk to you about something.” 
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when they swallowed. 

Eric patted the table, “Take a seat up here for me lovely.” 

I stood from Eric’s lap, placing my short clad butt on the cool wood 
where Eric’s hand once was. Eric nodded to Dylan, as signal to begin 
the discussion they were about to have with me. Dylan’s eyes shifted 
to my exposed thighs, then his hands and finally my eyes. 

“Uh, Eric and I, we were uh—” Dylan stumbled, scratching the back of 
his neck awkwardly. 

“(Y/N),” Eric’s taunting voice turned me away from Dylan, his hands 
moving to caress my face, “would you let Dyl fuck you?” 

I sucked in a breath, his explicit words turning me on, but also causing 
a storm of worried thoughts. Was this a test? Did Eric want to see if I 
would cheat on him? What was happening? 

I shifted my eyes back to Dylan, his face turning red hot under my 
intense gaze. Eric hummed, nuzzling my cheek with his nose, his 
hands trailing up my thigh as I kept close eye contact with Dylan. 

“I’d be controlling what he was allowed to do. I’m just here to watch.” 
Eric explained, flicking his tongue out against the skin of neck, 
causing a shiver to run through me. 

“I-I mean, yeah okay.” I stumbled, my brain slightly fuzzy from Eric’s 
touch and the small amount of vodka I’d consumed earlier. 

Eric’s hands left me and he walked over to the head of the table, 
bringing the vodka with him. I watched as he took a seat, staring at 
Dylan and I with a look that I’d never seen, he looked... deadly. 

“Go on, get her all warmed up V.” 

Without a second thought, Dylan reached across the table, hooking 
his long fingers over my thighs and dragging me towards him. Dylan 
stood up, the screeching of his chair being pushed backwards made 
me cringe, but right at this moment I couldn’t care less. 

My hands wove their way into Dylan’s wavy blonde hair as he pressed 
his chapped lips against my own, his arms wrapping around my body, 
pulling me against him. The bulge in Dylan’s pants pressed directly 
against my core and I let out a whine at the feeling, bucking my hips 
against his arousal. 


motion, making it more direct. Our kisses were frenzied, a mess of 
tongues and teeth clashing as we tried to get as close as we could, as 
much friction as we could. 

“Get undressed.” Eric spoke, breaking my attention from Dylan and 
onto him, Dylan dropped his head to my chest, leaving small kisses 
along my collar bones as I kept eye contact with Eric. 

I soon realized that Eric was palming himself under the table, the slow 
motion of his shoulder rotating back and forth making the movement 
obvious to me. I moaned at the situation, gripping Dylan’s hair even 
tighter between my sweaty fingers, causing him to release a growl 
from deep inside his chest. 

I turned my gaze back to Dylan, admiring his pink cheeks and matted 
locks of hair. His eyes were glazed over with lust, his breathing 
laboured and heavy. I held my arms up for him, basking in the feeling 
of his fingertips against my skin as he removed my shirt from my 
body. His hands immediately going to undo the button and zipper of 
my shorts, tugging then down my legs roughly. I was left in my bra and 
panties. 

Dylan’s hands roamed my body, caressing every curve and crevice of 
my skin. His hands moved down to my feet, clasping them in his 
fingers as his thumb massaged into the sole of each foot. I let out a 
moan, letting my back fall against the table, the wood sticking to the 
sweat that had formed on my skin. 

Dylan looked content with my reaction, letting out a hum and letting 
go of my feet to pull his shirt off, revealing his skinny body. I brought 
myself back up again, running my hands over his chest and stomach, 
leaving small kisses against his shoulders. 

I heard Eric let out a growl, “Eat her out V.” 

I turned my head back to Eric as Dylan pulled down my underwear, his 
fingers running over my soaking slit, before being replaced with his 
mouth. I let out a moan, my hand gripping Dylan’s hair as tight as I 
could. I kept my eyes on Eric’s, his mouth hanging open slightly as he 
pumped himself to the image in front of him. His best friend eating 
out his girlfriend while he watched, he was enjoying himself. 

“You fucking slut. You like having Dyl eat you out, huh?” Eric taunted, 
reaching his hand out to grab my hair, tilting my head back roughly 


my head at the feeling of Dylan’s long tongue inside of me. 

“Fuck V, she’s enjoying herself. What a little whore.” Eric snarled, his 
words turning me on even more. The feeling of Dylan and the image of 
him had me unwinding and it wasn’t long before I was silently 
screaming at the overwhelming feeling of my orgasm overtaking my 
body. 

My back arched off the table, my hips bucking up into Dylan’s face as I 
came, gasping for air, my nails scratching at his shoulders, sure 
enough to leave marks that would stay there for the next few days. 

I didn’t get a chance to let my body relax, my attention spiking again 
as Eric grabbed my jaw harshly, squeezing hard enough that I let out a 
whimper of hurt. 

“You ready to get fucked?” Eric spat, his face a few inches from mine. 

I looked down to his lips, then up to his animalistic eyes, a shiver 
running through my spine as he glared down at me, “Answer me 
whore.” 

I bucked my hips against Dylan’s jeans, staring up at Eric’s angry face, 
“Yes. Please, Fuck me please.” I couldn’t help the begs that fell past 
my lips, but I didn’t mind once I saw both boys clench their jaws at the 
explicit pleas. 

“Go on Dyl, fuck her good.” 

I hadn’t realised during the haze of my orgasm that Dylan had pulled 
his erection out of his blue denim jeans. The pre cum that leaked out 
of his angry red tip made a warm tingle run up the back of my neck. 

He had more inches on Eric, but my Eric was thicker. Not that I 
minded, I just wanted Dylan inside of me. 

Dylan rested his forehead against mine as he entered me, keeping an 
eye on my facial features to make sure I was never in pain. Dylan was 
about halfway in when I stopped him, placing a hand on his chest, 
“Just fuck me until I can’t walk Dyl.” 

Without another word Dylan slammed the rest of his length inside of 
me, eliciting a harsh scream from the back of my throat. Eric stood 
next to Dylan now, his cock in his hand as he watched over my body, 
admiring the way my tits bounced as Dylan thrusted into me. I licked 
my lips at the sight of them both. Dylan’s necklace smacked against 
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“Fuck!” Dylan let out a shout. A squeal of surprise rang through me as 
he pulled out of me suddenly, flipping me onto my stomach, the tips 
of my toes touching the floor. Dylan slammed back into me, grunts 
leaving his lips. One of his arms was wrapped under my stomach, 
pulling me upwards slightly and making it easier for Dylan to thrust 
into me. The other hand was tangled into my hair, pulling my head 
back as I begged Dylan for more. 

Eric was now opposite Dylan and I, sitting in the chair that was in front 
of where I was being fucked. His hand rapidly working his erect cock 
slick with pre cum as he watched me get boned by his best friend. 

Dylan’s thrusts began to get sloppy, his groans getting significantly 
louder. I felt myself clenching around him, cumming for a second time 
that night. Whimpers slipped past my now chapped lips as Dylan 
emptied himself into me with a throaty groan, his hands releasing my 
hair. 

I fell down onto the table. My chest heaved as I regained my breath, 
but my relaxation was once again interrupted by Eric. His hand 
gripped my shoulder, pulling me along the table until I was eye level 
with his pulsing cock. 

I wrapped my lips around Eric’s tip, sucking lightly as he continued to 
pump himself. The taste of salty cum filled my mouth and I swallowed 
the bitter liquid willingly, releasing Eric’s dick from my mouth with a 
pop a few seconds later. 

I felt Dylan’s hands on my back, rubbing soothing circles into the hot 
skin. Eric’s hand moved my hair away from my face, running his 
fingers over my heated scalp. 

“Good girl. Let’s get you cleaned up, eh?” Eric cooed, thumb caressing 
my cheekbone lovingly. 

Eric looked up at Dylan, “What do you say?” 

“Thank you (Y/N).” Dylan praised, his fingers running over my ass in a 
comforting gesture. 

“That was good.” I commented tiredly, making both boys chuckle, 
“Maybe we could do it again sometime.” 
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Just The Three Of Us (Eric x Reader x 
Dylan) 

*** REPOST DUE TO MY BLOG GETTING DELETED *** 

You laid on the bed in-between the two teenage boys. You and Dylan 
were casually discussing a homework assignment when suddenly Eric 
grabbed you by the chin and jerked your face towards his. 

“Enough talking. I’ve been waiting all day for this,” he growled before 
smashing his lips against yours in a hungry kiss. Using his tongue, he 
forced your lips apart and violated your mouth. 

As he kissed you, Dylan stroked your cheek and whispered in your ear 
how beautiful you were and how he couldn’t wait to make love to you. 

Eric continued his assault on your mouth. He took your bottom lip in- 
between his teeth before biting down sharply. He didn’t draw blood 
but it was harsh enough to earn a small whimper from you. He pulled 
back begrudgingly. 

“Go on, V,” he nodded his head to indicate that Dylan was allowed to 
kiss you now. 

Dylan’s soft lips touched yours, hesitantly at first, not wanting to hurt 
your already bruised and swollen lips. His kiss was gentle and loving 
and he took his time - savouring every moment. 

While Dylan was kissing you, Eric was at your neck. Nipping and 
sucking hard so as to leave a dark bruise. He wanted everyone at 
school to know you were his property. Well, his and Dylan’s. 

“This shirt needs to go...” Eric was pinching your nipples roughly 
through the thin fabric of your t-shirt. 

You raised both of your arms and allowed the boys to slip the t-shirt 
over your head. Their t-shirts soon followed. 

“Fuck! You have the best tits!” Eric groaned as his eyes darkened with 
lust. 
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couldn’t believe his luck. 

The boys lowered their heads and devoted their attention to your 
breasts. Eric biting and sucking on your right nipple while Dylan 
skilfully swirled his tongue around the other. The sight of the two boys 
pleasing you at the same time was the biggest turn on - you could feel 
your panties getting damp. 

Dylan’s lips left your breasts and traveled slowly down your toned 
stomach - kissing, licking and sucking as he went. He paused when he 
arrived at the waistband of your jeans. 

“Can I taste you?” Dylan’s bright blue eyes looked up at you from in- 
between your thighs. You couldn’t deny him anything when he looked 
at you like that. 

“Please, Dyl,” you sighed as Eric continued to work your nipple with 
his tongue. His hand replacing Dylan’s mouth on the other. 

He unbuttoned your jeans and slid them down your legs, taking your 
panties with them - slowly as if he was carefully unwrapping a present. 
He paused when he got to your feet, admiring the red nail polish on 
your toes. He discarded your clothes and positioned himself in- 
between your legs. He licked his lips as he admired your bare pussy. 

“Beautiful...” he mumbled to himself before diving in. He licked your 
slit from bottom to top, his tongue pressing firmly when it came to 
your aching clit. He knew exactly how you liked it. He swirled his 
tongue around your throbbing nub causing you to scream out his 
name. 

“Fuck, Dyl!” you cried out in ecstasy. 

He smiled against your sex. He loved the way you squealed his name. 
He slipped two of his long fingers inside of you as he continued to flick 
his tongue over your clit. 

Eric watched Dylan eating you out. He had found your discarded 
panties and was now pulling himself off with them. Eric was a bit of a 
voyeur. He loved to watch. 

He curled his fingers slightly and found that special spot deep inside 
that made you see stars. You were about to come undone when Eric 
interrupted. 
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Dylan sat up and licked his fingers clean before moving aside for Eric. 

Eric grabbed you by the hips and flipped you onto your stomach in 
one rapid motion. He pulled you towards him so that you were on all 
fours. You were at his mercy. Eric’s hands roamed over your ass 
appreciatively. 

“I wanna watch you suck Dylan off,” he said. 

Dylan positioned himself underneath you. You pulled his boxers down 
and his dick sprang free. His pink tip was swollen and leaking. You 
licked the pre-cum off his cock before taking him into your mouth. 

You were sliding your lips up and down his shaft when Eric slammed 
into you from behind. The sudden impact caused you to moan, 
sending intense vibrations through Dylan’s dick. 

“Shit, baby,” Dylan groaned. 

Eric’s hands gripped your hips tightly as he continued to pound into 
you. You backed up against him, wanting to feel every inch of his 
perfect cock. 

“That’s it! Take it!” Eric growled. 

Dylan’s dick slipped out of your mouth with a popping sound. 

“Fuck, Reb, that feels so fuckin’ good,” 

“Who’s making you feel good?” He prompted you. 

“You are, Reb, you are!” You assured him. 

“Cum on my dick!” He demanded as he rubbed your clit furiously. 

The feeling of Eric inside of you, his nimble fingers working your clit 
and Dylan’s delicious cock in your mouth - it was all too much. Your 
pussy muscles tightened as you came around Eric’s cock. 

“Shit! REB!” 

His thrusts sped up as you came. Drawing out you intense orgasm for 
as long as possible. He didn’t slow until he felt the aftershocks of your 
orgasm. Your pussy juice dripping down your thighs. 

“V?” he withdrew his still hard cock from inside of you and you 
collapsed on the bed. 


Dylan kissed you lovingly as he slid himself inside of you - catching 
your moans in his mouth. Dylan was thicker than Eric so you were glad 
that Eric had stretched you out first. He started off slow but started 
gaining momentum. 

“You’re so wet, baby. Feels so good,” Dylan sighed as he buried 
himself into you again and again. 

Eric knelt beside your head, stroking himself as he watched Dylan fuck 
you. He loved the way your tits bounced every time Dylan plunged into 
you. He loved watching your eyes roll back into your head, your mouth 
slightly agape. 

“I think I’m gonna cum,” Dylan whispered in your ear. 

“Fill me up, baby,” you encouraged him while tucking an errant strand 
of his dirty blonde hair behind his ear. 

“Fuck, baby!” Dylan closed his eyes as he emptied himself inside of 
you. 

Dylan collapsed on-top of you. Your right hand came to the back of his 
head and you mindlessly played with his hair, twisting the long, sweaty 
strands around your fingers. He didn’t want to pull out so you let him 
soften inside of you. 

Eric’s strokes began to speed up as he came closer to the edge. 

“I’m gonna cum all over that pretty face of yours,” he snarled between 
gritted teeth. 

“Do it, Reb,” you used your free hand to massage his heavy balls. 

“FUCK!” he spilled his hot seed all over your face. 

The three of you collapsed on the bed in a sweaty heap. Dylan gave 
himself a minute to catch his breath before going to the bathroom. He 
returned moments later with a warm washcloth and cleaned your face 
of Eric’s cum. He threw the washcloth onto the floor and curled up 
beside you, holding your hand tightly in his. 

“I love you, boys,” 

“I love you, too” Dylan tenderly kissed the back of your hand. 

“Leva ya,” Eric gave you a peck on the cheek. 
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more clear eric pictures 
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Damn those are so fuckin clear I can’t... it scares me in a way i feel like 
I just met Eric and talked to him face to face 
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request: I Loved your writing on your old account glad your back! If 
you are taking requests Would you do an imagine where the reader is 
pregnant with Eric’s baby at the time of the shooting and now it’s a 
few months later and the baby is really fussy and doesn’t really sleep 
and looks just like Eric and the reader is having a hard time doing it all 
without Eric? Thank you!|J^ 

a/n: if you don’t like don’t read it:) also, this is shit, i tried 
warnings: mentions of NBK, teen pregnancy, dats it 


it had been weeks since y/n had heard anyone speak, having locked 
herself in her room for days on end while her parents offered to care 
for her baby boy just a few doors down, nights like these were the 
worst, dreamless slumbers interrupted by his raw, helpless cries, 
nights she was left alone with him, made her melancholic reality even 
more real. 

she’s hesitant to enter the nursery, but she finds the courage anyways, 
taking labored breaths as she walks towards the crib, peering inside, 
she’s met with the innocent eyes of her baby boy. 

“please stop crying.” she pleads with the toddler as he wails, trailing 
her delicate hand down the side of his face, he doesn’t oblige, and her 
hands begin to shake as she scoops him up in her arms, heart 
pounding against her rib cage, feeling her own eyes well up with tears 
as she attempts to rock him back to sleep. 

even after his birth, she couldn’t bring herself to hold him. he was only 
hours old but there had been something so familiar in his face that 
brought y/n to tears every time she looked at him. 

not even kathy harris could hold her grandchild without seeing her 
son, and the innocence that was taken from him far too soon, already. 


years, remembering the moment she welcomed eric into the world 
with loving arms. 

y/n hasn’t heard from the harris’s since, in a way, she’s glad, because it 
makes it that much easier to pretend it was all a mirage, that eric was 
never really there to begin with, but then she is reminded of the life he 
helped her create, and the memories hit hard, stealing the breath from 
her lungs and emptying her chest of its contents. 

this wasn’t something y/n had planned to do on her own, for six 
months eric put this fantasy of a family in her head, knowing that he 
wouldn’t be around to see it turn to a reality, she doesn’t want to 
admit it, but she hates him for leaving, hates him for taking so many 
innocent lives with him, hates him for taking all her love with him 
when he left, leaving her empty and confused. 

the baby’s small, chubby hands pull at his mothers shirt as he 
screams, and she sighs as she falls into the rocking chair next to the 
crib, her face is soaked with tears, and the baby’s constant wailing 
leaves her head reeling. 

“you’re just tired,” her voice quivers, “go to sleep, please go to sleep.” 
she eventually sobs, completely breaking down with her child, pulling 
his small body into her chest as she smothers him in a hug. 

she knows eric would’ve been good at this, wether he wanted kids at 
first or not. hell, neither of them expected y/n to get pregnant at 17, 
when she first found out, she was terrified, so was eric, but she’s 
beginning to believe his fear of bringing a child into the world was for 
different reasons. 

like how he wouldn’t experience his sons birth, or hear his first words, 
witness his first steps or teach him how to ride a bike, he wouldn’t be 
there for his child’s first birthday, or any after that, he wouldn’t be 
around to give his advice when the little boy grew curious of girls, or 
had his first kiss, his first girlfriend, eric would never know what it 
would be like to be a dad, his son would never know what his father 
was like, and y/n feared he’d eventually grow to despise him. 

eric left many things behind when he did what he did on that fateful 
day, and maybe y/n would never fully understand why; if anything, she 
thought their little family would have been enough to pull him back, 
make him realize that there was so much more to life than high school, 
make him want to try. she thought she was enough, but nothing could 


for him it was all a game, a way to keep him entertained as he waited 
for death, leaving the people he was involved with to pick up the 
shattered pieces he’d leave them stranded with. 

in a shocking revelation, y/n stands with the child tucked away safely 
in her arms, exiting the nursery and heading back to her own room, 
her knees press into the bed as she sets the child down on the vacant 
side of the mattress, the side that eric claimed as his side on nights 
y/n would sneak him in, back when she still lived with her parents. 

the baby continues to whine as y/n gets comfortable under the 
covers, scooting over to her son, looking at him with more love and 
understanding than she had before, her fingers delicately brush 
through his soft hair, rounding the curve of his cheek, “i love you, 
noah.” she declares for the first time ever, and his guttural cries fade 
into soft whimpers, then stop altogether, as if his mothers love was all 
he really needed. 

y/n realized what a terrible parent she had been in the few short 
months noah had lived, locking herself in her room, letting her parents 
take care of a child that was supposed to be her responsibility, she 
decided then that she wouldn’t be like eric, leaving her child alone and 
unloved in a world that was too cruel for him to understand, and when 
he’d ask, she’d tell noah about his dad, the good, the bad, and 
everything in between. 
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Repost, because my old blog got deleted, duh 

You blinked a few times, your mouth curving into a small smile. “That’s 
funny, I could have sworn you guys just said I have to take off a piece 
of clothing." 

Dylan and Eric gave each other a smirk, then looked back at you. “No,“ 
Dylan began. “That’s not what we said." 

You nodded at him, then turned back to your current task of writing 
down ideas for the next scene of your video for your video production 
class that you shared with both guys. 

Eric crossed his arms in front of his chest and grinned wider. “We said 
you have to take off all of your clothes." 

You paused and looked up from your notebook, your own eyes 
meeting those of the two guys in front of you. “You know, / am in 
charge of the ideas for this video." You said, pointing at your notebook 
for emphasis. “And I am sure I never mentioned that in the script." 

“We know, but Dylan and I talked about it," Eric began, smirking at 
your confused expression. “And we came to the conclusion that, in 
order to make it more convincing, you need to have an appearance in 
the video, too." 

“You know our teacher, Y/N. He won’t grade you with an A if you just 
hide behind ideas without actually appearing in the video." Dylan 
argued. 

You rolled your eyes, knowing that there was no arguing with those 
guys. “Alright," you said, crossing your arms in front of you. “But only 
one layer of clothing." you stated, holding up one finger. 

Eric opened his mouth to say something, but Dylan spoke first. “It’s 
alright, Y/N" he said. “If you feel unconfortable, just say so. We will 
find a solution then." 

Dylan was definitely the politer one of the duo. 

Eric decided not to add anything to that and you wondered what he 
was going to say. Did he want to say the same or did he just decide to 
shut up? Part of you couldn’t stop wondering. 
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shirt. Hesitate a little bit, but then do as he says.“ 

You gave him a nod, then focused on your task. Of course it felt weird 
having to take off your shirt for a school video production class, but 
you were fine with it. It wasn’t like you felt ashamed of your body or 
anything. As a matter of fact, you enjoyed shocking people with your 
attitude. 

Eric pressed the button oft he camera, causing the red light on it to 
turn on. He then walked up next to Dylan. Both oft hem were standing 
in front of you with a gun in their hand. 

Dylan was the first to point his gun at you. 

A cold shiver went down your spine. You knew that their guns were 
not loaded, yet the image in front of you made you feel the adrenaline 
pumping through your veins. 

“Sorry for the interruption," Dylan said, acting on his role and 
interrupting you from your thoughts. “But we suspect your clothes of 
being radioactive. You need to take them off, right now.“ 

Okay, it was now time to play your role. You looked at both, Eric and 
Dylan nervously. “Like... that?" You stuttered, trying to sound as 
frightened as possible for the camera as you unbuttoned the first 
three buttons of your shirt. 

You pulled your shirt over your head after the first buttons were 
opened, revealing your chest that was only covered with a black bra. It 
didn’t go unnoticed by you that Eric and Dylan didn’t just look 
normally at you - they openly stared at your breasts. 

Sure, you knew that you had two guys standing in front of you and you 
were also aware of the effect a sight such as yours might have on two 
males. But Eric and Dylan were your best friends, you shared many 
embarrassing, exciting and fun moments together. You just told your 
mind to shrug it all off and focus on your video. You needed that A, 
after all. 

Eric was the next one to speak. “Your jeans, too. You need to remove 
those as well." 

Reluctantly, you pulled down the zipper of your jeans and allowed the 
fabric to slowly slide from your waist down your legs. Just when you 
were about to step out of your jeans, you glanced up and noticed Eric 


It made your heart beat faster. Sure, you were all down for crazy ideas, 
but this was slowly starting to make you feel nervous. You weren’t 
exactly feeling uncomfortable, though. There was something really 
exciting about the fact that you were able to make the guys look at 
you the way they were. And there was something in Eric’s eyes as he 
watched you, though you couldn’t pinpoint what exactly it was. He 
had never given you a look like that before. 

Your eyes shifted to Dylan. The tall man’s hands were shaking slightly, 
you could tell from the way the gun was moving. But his face seemed 
concentrated. 

Eric began to speak again. “Take your bra off.“ 

“What?“ Not expecting that statement, you raised an eyebrow at Eric. 

“Your bra,“ Eric walked towards you, tipping the gun against your left 
breats. “Off." 

The second the cold metall touched the fabric of your bra, you 
shuddered. You had your eyes fixed on Eric as you moved your hands 
behind your back and opened your bra. 

You didn’t let your bra fall to the floor, though. You allowed the straps 
to fall from your shoulders, but you kept holding it in front of you, 
covering your breasts. Part of you wanted to ask them what they were 
thinking, but the camera was already filming and you didn’t want to 
ruin the scene. 

Eric put his gun down on the ground, then walked all the way up to 
you. He put his own hands over yours, palming your breasts, causing 
your skin to goosebump. 

“Eric, what are-” you didn’t get to finish your sentence as Eric’s face 
went to your neck, feeling his hot breath hitting your sensitive skin. 
Your own hands went to his waist, grabbing the fabric of his shirt. Eric 
then allowed the bra to fall to the ground, leaving your chest 
completely exposed to him. 

“Shh,“ Eric softly whispered into your ear, his voice low. “You can’t 
really expect me to just stand there when you look so fucking 
delicious." He then placed his hands on both of your breasts, 
squeezing them a little and causing you to let out a soft moan. “You 
have no idea how fucking hot you look right now." With that, his mouth 


You felt the heat rush downwards, your panties becoming slightly wet 
from Eric’s treatment. You decided to take a little action and pulled 
Eric closer to you, filling the space between you. As your bodys 
connected, you felt Eric’s groin. And he was hard. Hard for you. 

You opened your eyes and looked at Eric who had his face only inches 
away from you. His eyes were deep and filled with lust, you could see 
it, you could fucking feel it. It was like his mind instantly went into sex 
mode just from the sight of your half naked body. 

A sudden caugh from behind Eric then interrupted you from your 
thoughts. You and Eric turned to Dylan. The taller one placed his gun 
away too, and then walked towards you. 

Shit. How the hell could you forget about Dylan being in the room with 
you, too? You tried to find an excuse for what had gotten into you but 
couldn’t come up with one as your tall friend approached you. You 
wanted to cover your face from shame as your friend walked closer, 
not really knowing what to expect now. Was he going to yell at you? Or 
laugh? 

Dylan yanked you away from Eric and your eyes snapped open when 
your head met Dylan’s hard chest. You looked up at Dylan who moved 
his long fingers to push some strands of hair behind your ear. He then 
lowered his head to whisper into your ear. “You’re such a fucking 
tease, you know?" 

Dylan took your hand and moved it down to his groin. Your fingers 
moved over the bulge in his pants. Oh fuck. Dylan was hard, too. 

Out of its own accord, your body pressed against Dylan’s. You felt 
yourself rubbing slightly against him, making his erection grow. 

Suddenly, you felt Eric behind you, pressing his own clothed erection 
against your butt, sandwiching you between the two guys. “Take off 
her panties, V.“ Eric said, his voice a little hoarse. “I’m sure she doesn’t 
mind.“ Eric’s fingers moved between your legs, rubbing your panties. 
“Fuck, she’s already wet.“ 

It felt so surreal to you. Here you were, trapped between the hot 
bodies of Eric and Dylan. The air around you had turned heavy and hot 
and you had a hard time controlling your breathing. But you enjoyed it 
and decided to just let it happen. 


There was something about this situation that made you feel 
controlled, a little humiliated, yet you had never felt this aroused 
before. It was driving you wild. 

Your eyes followed as Dylan lowered his head and you thought he was 
going to kiss you. However, Dylan’s lips only ghosted over yours for a 
short moment. He then moved further downwards and your breath 
stopped for a second when you realized what he was about to do. 

“Oh fuck...“ you muttered as Dylan went down to kiss your breasts, 
then your stomach. He then went on his knees and his hot breath hit 
the sensitive skin of your pussy. Your eyes locked for a second and he 
then let his tongue slide between the lips of your pussy. 

“Oh God,“ you moaned, your head falling back against Eric’s shoulder. 
“Fuck, keep... keep doing that.“ 

Dylan’s tongue went back and forth, teasing you a little. He then 
circled it against your clit, applying some pressure. You let out some 
incoherent words, your legs shaking from the sensation. 

You made a noise low in your throat as suddenly, Eric pulled your hair, 
pulling your head to him as he leaned in, bringing your mouths 
together. “Just look at how fucking hot you are.” Eric breathed in 
against your mouth before thrusting his tongue into the wet heat of 
your mouth. You couldn’t remember the last time he’d been this 
turned on. Possibly not ever. 

Eric felt your hands fist into his short hair, your teeth clicking with the 
raw ferocity of your kiss. 

It was too much, too fucking much. Eric against your mouth, Dylan on 
your pussy. You felt like you were only seconds away from coming. You 
shut your eyes, preparing yourself fort he intense orgasm that was 
about to errupt. 

However, you were denied your orgasm when Dylan pulled away, 
leaving you panting against Eric’s neck. The tall man stood up from his 
position, then yanked his own shirt off of him. 

You felt Eric shifting behind you as he took off his own shirt, too. 

Biting your lower lip, you watched Dylan now unbuckling his belt. His 
fingers tucked into the waistband of his jeans. You could see the way 
the clothed erection was now straining against the fabric of the pants. 


“I think you should return him the favor, Y/N.“ Eric whispered into your 
ear, thrusting his own covered erection against your ass. 

You bent over until you were eye-level with Dylan’s groin. Taking a 
deep breath, your fingers tucked into the waistband of Dylan's boxers, 
trailing kisses along the sensitive skin. 

“Fucking tease,” Dylan groaned, his head falling back slightly. 

Your hand went inside Dylan’s boxers, taking out his hard cock. You 
twisted your hand tighter around the head and began pumping rapidly 
over just the top two inches of his cock while at the same time rolling 
your hips to create pressure against Eric’s groin. 

Eric shuddered, making a sound low in his throat. Before you had time 
to think about it more, he was leaning down and placing kisses along 
your back. He placed his lips on your back, trailing his tongue along 
your spine, grazing his teeth along as he did. Fuck, it made the heat 
rapidly built up between you. Whatever peole said about Eric, he was 
fucking amazing with his mouth. Again, Eric’s fingers found their way 
between your legs, the now wet digits brushing against your 
entrance. You spread your legs further apart to give him more space. 

“She’s so fucking wet for us, V.“ Eric hummed as the first digit slid in, 
enjoying the tight heat. Your toes curled. 

Trying to focus again, you wrapped your hand around Dylan’s cock 
while the other hand was on his chest for balance. Dylan's precum 
made his erections slick as you slid your hand up and down his length, 
your hips thrusting against Eric in rhythm. You hissed out a sound and 
arched slightly up as Eric added a second finger. 

Dylan's hand joined yours, wrapping long fingers on top of yours as 
the pace increased, the wet sounds only adding to the sounds of your 
gasping breaths. The musky scent of arousal blended together and 
your thrusting took a rougher, more animalistic nature. 

You experimentally swirled your tongue around Dylan’s head before 
closing your lips around it, letting your lips tighten around the upper 
part of his cock as you did. 

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Dylan groaned, his head falling back. It was no 
surprise that you had a wickedly talented mouth. Dylan already felt the 
tension building in his balls. 


Eric grinned, his eyes dark as his fingers began to move in and out of 
your pussy, occasionnally curling them upwards and sending sparks 
through your body. 

Dylan could feel the vibrations of your reaction to Eric’s treatment 
along his shaft, he was so obviously about to cum. Knowing it was 
your mouth in particular wrapped around his cock made him nearly 
lose it. 

Forgetting about being polite, Dylan's hands fisted into your hair as he 
began to thrust in and out. 

“Oh fuck, fuck!” Dylan gasped as you let your lips tighten and sucked 
harder, your tongue doing indescribable things to him until he finally 
saw white and came, unable to get out more than an incoherent groan. 

You didn’t seem to mind, swallowing until Dylan’s tremors had 
stopped. 

Dylan opened his eyes that he had closed at some point to find 
himself bent over, with one hand braced on the wall next to you and 
the other still clutching your hair in what was likely a painful grip. 

“Holy... shit,” Dylan drew a shuddering breath before slumping against 
the cold wall behind him. 

“And now," Eric moved his arms under your body, his hands on your 
tits as he forcefully lifted your body up, your sweaty back meeting his 
bare chest. “I want you to focus entirely on me." He licked your neck 
and held his fingers in front of your mouth. You parted your lips and 
allowed Eric to insert his fingers, still wet from your pussy, into your 
mouth. 

“Hurry," you murmured, not being able to say anything else. Your mind 
was clouded from lust. 

Eric inhaled deeply, as if he was enjoying the smell of sex in the air. 
“We’re not going to rush this. You’re fucking tight, and I’m not small. I 
want to enjoy this with you." 

His took his cock out of his pants, rubbing it against your pussy a few 
time to coat himself with your juices, then lining himself up and slowly 
driving in. 


as you felt your knees becoming week, trembling slightly. 

“Fuck,” Eric groaned as he slid in until fully seated. He rested his 
forehead briefly against the nape of your neck. An intense feeling of 
satisfaction flooded through you, more than you had ever felt in your 
life. He hadn’t even moved yet, but just the mere thought of Eric being 
inside you and feeling you hot and tight around him made your pulse 
leap. Eric ran his hands along the side of your torso all the way down 
to your hips in a smooth, soothing motion. 

“Fuck Eric, please... move!” You breathed out. 

“Oh fuck, I love hearing you beg.” Eric chuckled as he granted your 
wish. He pulled out until only the tip was still inside you, then pushed 
in just a few inches, swiveling his hips as he moved to make sure he 
brushed repeatedly against your g-spot. He kept his eyes glued to your 
flushed face, gradually deepening his thrusts, adjusting his 
movements to maximize the pleasure. 

“Shit, shit, that’s it!” You tilted your hips slightly, and Eric took this as 
the signal to pick up the pace and force. 

“Y/N! Shit... You feel so good!“ Eric wanted to say more but he could 
hardly get your name out as his brain completely shut down and he 
was thrusting harder and harder, feeling the sweat come, slickening 
their skin and increasing the sound of their bodies coming together 
forcefully. 

"Oh, god... fuck... Eric... fuck!” You felt the coil building as Eric kept 
pounding into your body. 

You straightened your back and turned your head around, your hands 
fisting into the short hair as you crashed your mouths together a 
second time. The sound of Eric’s ragged moan into your kiss was 
enough to send you over the edge, and you saw stars as you came 
hard. Eric’s body clenched as well as he came on one final deep thrust, 
his entire body seized with an intense pleasure that burned all thought 
from his mind. 

Eric slid out of you after a few seconds, gasping for air. “Fuck, hah,“ 

He hardly had enough energy left to form a coherent sentence, the 
afterglow of his orgasm still had his mind clouded. „That was fucking 
amazing." 
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“That was... quite a show." A casual voice came from next to you and 
you both turned to Dylan who already pulled his shirt back over his 
head, grinning at you and Eric. 

Eric and you decided to collect your clothes from the ground, too. 

After a few moments you were dressed again. You turned to the two 
men. “As much fun as that was, guys. One more thing." 

Both guys looked at you in curiosity. 

You pointed at the camera that was still recording every movement. 

“You need to delete that scene." 
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Anonymous requested: Eric gunplay 
NSFW 

(Don’t like it, don’t read it) 


You were cuddling with Eric on his bed, your chest against his back. 
You sat in comfortable silence, feeling every one of his breaths, his 
heart beating against you. His hand was entwined with yours, and he 
held the back of your hand up to his lips, leaving a soft kiss there. 

“Hey, Y/N?” he asked tentatively. 

“Hm?” you hummed, rubbing your thumb over his hand. 

“Can I talk to you about something?” 

His voice sounded kind of wary, like he was nervous. You didn’t know 
why he would be, seeing as you’re his girlfriend and he could talk to 
you about anything. 
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He loosed a breath before continuing. “I’ve been kind of wanting to.. 
try something.. I guess,” he said, now fiddling with your fingers 
anxiously. You hummed, signaling for him to go on. 

“Gunplay.” 

The word hung in the air for a moment. You weren’t familiar with what 
that meant, but assumed it was something scandalous since he was 
so nervous about discussing it. 

“Like playing with guns, during... sex,” he elaborated, noticing your 
slight confusion. 

Eric loves guns in every other part of his life, so it only makes sense 
that he’d be into something like that now that you thought about it. 

“The gun wouldn’t be loaded, right?” you asked, twisting your neck to 
look up at him. 

“No,” he said quickly. “Not if you don’t want it to be. You’ll be 
completely safe, I promise.” 

If there was no chance of you actually getting hurt, then you’d be 
happy to give Eric a chance to try something he was into. Who knows, 
maybe you’d like it too. 

“Okay. We’ll try it out sometime,” you stated, smiling at him. 

His face lit up, and he looked relieved that you didn’t think he was a 
total weirdo. Suddenly, the smile on his face turned into a wicked grin. 

“What?” you giggled, wondering what machinations could be going 
through his head this time. 

“How about now?” he said, a mischievous glint in his eye. 

“Now? Won’t your parents be home soon?” you worried, looking at the 
clock on his bedside table. 

He took your chin in his hand and forced you to look back at him 
before planting a kiss on your lips. 

“So what if they are?” he whispered against your mouth. “You’ll be 
quiet for me, right?” 

You weren’t horny at all before, but damn, was he getting you there. 
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against your skin. 

You started to switch position to face him when he stopped you. 

“No, no,” he demanded. “I’m calling the shots right now.” 

With that he shoved you backwards, your back hitting the mattress. 

He got on top of you, resuming your kiss. He spread your legs so he 
could rest between them, his body pressed up against yours 
completely. 

You let him take your shirt and bra off, leaving you bare-chested. The 
sudden cold made your nipples harden, and he took one of your boobs 
in his mouth. He pinched the other nipple between his fingers, gently 
rubbing it. You moaned softly, trying to push his shoulders down to 
where you really wanted him. 

He chuckled at your hastiness. “We don’t have time for that today, 
baby girl,” he said. You groaned, letting your head fall backwards onto 
the bed. 

“Don’t be such a brat,” he joked. “I’ll still make you see God.” 

And then he hooked his fingers under your waistband, tugging both 
your pants and underwear down. He tugged off his own clothes before 
reaching into his bedside drawer next to you and pulling out a small 
handgun. Your breath caught in your throat at the black firearm, 
anticipation filling your body. He checked to make sure it wasn’t 
loaded before pressing it up under your chin. The cold metal sent a 
shiver down your spine, and Eric grinned down at you. 

“You look so pretty like this,” he mused, twirling a strand of your hair 
around his finger. 

Then he was entering you, fitting inside you like a puzzle piece. You 
moaned at the contact, and he pressed the muzzle harder into your 
skin. 

“Quiet, or I’ll blow your pretty little skull apart,” he ordered. 

Even though there were no bullets in the gun, the threat turned you on 
anyway. 

Then he began pumping, sending waves of pleasure throughout your 
body. Suddenly, he grabbed ahold of your legs and put them over his 
shoulders, allowing him to go in deeper. 
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squeezed. His grip wasn’t tight enough to asphyxiate you, but tight 
enough to make you iight-headed. This was dominance iike you’ve 
never experienced before. A hand over your throat and a gun on you. 

You loved it. 

He got rougher and rougher with his thrusts, your toes curiing. Your 
mouth hung open in a siient moan, and you swear you saw stars. 

He was groaning, the pieasure giving his cheeks a red tint. Sweat 
giinted on his forehead, his eyes so ciouded with iust he iooked aimost 
animaiistic. 

When he got ciose to the edge, he puiied out. He demanded you to get 
on your knees in front of him, and you compiied. He heid the gun to 
your tempie now, pressing it into your head. 

“Open your mouth,” he ordered. 

You did as you were toid, and he began stroking himseif, aiming at 
your face. He came hard, grunting as he did so, his ioad ianding on 
your face and in your mouth. 

You swaiiowed, iicking the excess off your iips. 

“Such a good giri,” he compiimented, stroking your chin. 

“Now iet’s get you cieaned up.” 
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OKAY BUT WHY 


Is this kitten so small. 
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Something this cute should be illegal... 
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Watching movies with Eric in his room that leads to smut 

columbinefluff answered: 

Sorry it’s a bit short, but I hope you like it! 


Once you arrived at Eric’s house for your weekly movie night, 
he lead you downstairs to his bedroom, where a pizza from 
Blackjack’s and a few cans of soda sat on the floor in front of 
his bed, the TV turned on with your favorite movie, Heathers, 
on pause. 


Eric rolled his eyes playfully at your excitement. “I know you 
had kind of a hard week, so I thought I’d treat you by not 
making you watch Natural Born Killers for the 87th time,” he 
explained, sitting next to you on the floor. 

“How selfless of you,” you giggled, giving him a kiss on the 
cheek. 

He grinned, wrapping a blanket around both of your shoul¬ 
ders to share. He stretched towards the lamp on his bedside 
table and turned it off, the room now pitch black except for 
the TV. 

He unpaused the movie and you snuggled into his side, tak¬ 
ing a bite out of a slice of pizza. 

Throughout the movie, you and Eric got closer, which wasn’t 
unusual. You usually ended up cuddling by the time the 
movie had ended. Eric seemed to get a little handsy, though, 
running his hands up and down your legs and holding onto 
your waist and hips. You barely noticed, however; you were 
too into the movie. 

“You know, I like these pajamas,” he whispered, toying with 
the lace trim of your shorts. They were a little short and rode 
up your thighs, showing off quite a bit of skin. You were 
wearing a v-neck as well, which, as you were just now 
noticing, gave Eric an eyeful. 

You turned away from the TV screen, meeting his gaze. The 
bright light cast harsh shadows on his face, totally obscuring 
the left side from view. In his right eye, you could see how in¬ 
tensely he was looking at you, his iris fogged over with lust. 

He smashed his lips into yours, and electricity ran up your 
spine. You always loved how passionately Eric kissed you, 
like he was claiming you as his with that one touch. This one 
was no different. 

The kiss got more and more heated, and you leaned into him 
farther, deepening it. He swiped at your bottom lip with his 
tongue, and you parted your mouth slightly to allow him 
access. You got on his lap, not satisfied with how close you 
were. He hastily pulled your shirt over your head, leaving you 


You gently lowered Eric down on the floor as you straddled 
him, the movie all but forgotten as you both melted into each 
other. 

Our love is God. 

Soon, you and Eric found yourselves both fully undressed. 
You still weren’t as wet as you’d like to be, so Eric gestured 
for you to scoot up and sit on his face. He wrapped his arms 
around your thighs to hold you in place before massaging 
your clit with his tongue. You let out a soft moan, your head 
falling back. 

You were hyper-aware of the feeling of his tongue on you; it 
was warm and soft, unlike any other sensation you’ve ever 
felt before, and soon your thighs were clenching on either 
side of his head as you came. 

He patted your thigh with his hand and you got up, sliding 
back down onto his hips. He had gotten even harder from 
pleasuring you, which made it that much easier to lower 
yourself onto his dick. 

He groaned, the feeling of being engulfed in you pure 
ecstasy. You began riding him, finding a nice rhythm. He held 
onto your asscheeks, supporting some of your weight as you 
lifted yourself up and back down again. At this angle, he was 
hitting your g-spot with each thrust, driving you to the point 
of incoherence. Your eyes were halfway rolled to the back of 
your head, and it felt like every single nerve ending in your 
body was tingling. You didn’t even have it in you to moan. 

“You like that, baby girl?” he asked, grunting from the 
pleasure. 

The only thing you could manage was a soft sigh. 

Eventually, it got too much, and you tightened around him as 
you came. Shuddering, you collapsed onto his chest. He fol¬ 
lowed quickly afterwards, riding out his high with you. 

“Damn, that was so much better than the movie,” he joked, 
causing you to laugh into his shoulder. 
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Eric Harris X Reader 
Angst? Fluff? 

Requests//Can I have a imagine where reader and Dylan dated for a 
year and then Dylan breaks up with her and breaks her heart. 
Meanwhile Eric has been crushing on y/n for a long time and gets 
mad at Dylan for hurting her but he's there for y/n and brings her 
love and happiness. Three months later, Eric and y/n date and they 
are happy together while meanwhile Dylan gets jealous and gets into 
a argument with Eric 

Ah hope I did this Justice? took me a bit but here ya go!!! 


“Hey, (Y/N).” Eric smiled at her sympathetically, seeing her sulking, 
defeated looking form. 

She nodded, acknowledging him, trying to shuffle past him at his 
lockers. 

He grabbed her arm, gently, and tugged her over towards him. “you’re 
gonna come over after school, okay?” 

“Why?” She stared at him, almost blankly. 

“Because,” he crossed his arms, “you’ve just been stuck up inside. And 
school doesn’t count.” He eyed her, “I’ll pick you up.” 

“Fine, I guess. I can just go home with you. “ She shrugged, a small 
smile playing on her lips. 

His face was still a little bruised, from his fist fight with Dylan. He had 
only gotten out of In School Suspension a day ago. 

The day ended quickly, and Eric had met his newly-single crush out as 
his car. 
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“Meh. Yours?” She hugged him 

back, engulfing herself in the smell of his cheap cologne making its 
way through her nose. 

“It was okay.” He smiled to himself, burying his nose into the crook of 
her neck. He missed this. 

The next three months went on almost as normal, (Y/N) was at Eric’s 
house almost every day, playing DOOM, going bowling with Robyn, 
Nate, and Brooks. 

The Friday before, Eric had asked officially, for (Y/N) to be his 
girlfriend, and she gladly accepted. 

That afternoon, Robyn, Eric, Nate, Brooks, and (Y/N) spent their time 
bowling, bitching about assignments and other boring things. Dylan 
had stopped by, invited by Robyn, and he left quickly, seeing Eric. He 
seemed a lot more reluctant to hang around him after their first 
physical fight. 

The next day was different. Dylan was immediately in Eric’s face, 
striding up to his car as soon as he got out, (Y/N) in the passenger 
seat. She wasn’t sure if he knew she was there or not. 

“What the ever loving fuck, Eric?” He spit the name out, disgust in his 
eyes. 

“I don’t know what your problem is, Dylan. You dumped her.” Eric 
knew what he was mad about. 

“Yeah, and that gives YOU right to date her?” Dylan glared, his face 
turning pink with his rage. 

“She isn’t property, fuckwit.” Eric crossed his arms, staring up at 
Dylan. 

“Bullshit, concave.” Dylan smirked, knowing that his comment about 
Eric’s concave chest would throw him over the edge. 

He was right, and before they knew it, Eric had used his whole body to 
knock Dylan to the ground, grabbing his head and forcefully slamming 
it down, over and over. (Y/N) had jumped out of the car by this time, 
tears in her eyes as she rushed up to Eric, pulling him off. 
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Dylan’s glare had softened when he got up, the rage he felt previously 
had diminished with the sight of the girl he used to spend all of his 
time with. The girl who held his heart in her hands, given all of his trust 
to. For a few minutes they just stood there. 

And with tears in his eyes, Dylan looked down, “I’m so sorry.” 
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Eric Harris x Reader 
Smutty smut smutt 

Request/ZCould you please do something alone the lines of Eric is 
having a bad day and the reader decides to come over to his house 
where she asks what^s wrong and calls him Reb and it turns him on 
to hear it from her so he tells her to say it again and again until he 
ventilations kisses her and they do the smutty smutt? Thank you so 
much for looking over everyone's requests! We all appreciate it! 

ah thank u lovely!!! Tm actually super drained!!! I have a photoshoot 
tomorrow, and I just ran a (partial) 5K. (Sorry yall i know no one is 
interested in my personal life lolol sorry) anyway, hope this is 
alright!!! 


“God, just shut the fuck up!” Eric hollered, the back of this throat 
stinging and his hand around his cock. He quickly zipped his jeans up, 
stomping over to the door from where the knock sounded. 

“What- oh hi, uh, sorry.” A blush flushed across his face, seeing (Y/N). 

“Hey Reb!! Uh, you seemed sad eariler, and I uh, thought I’d drop by. I 
didn’t think it’d make you mad.” She clicked her tongue, looking down. 



She cocked an eyebrow, “you talk to your mom like that?” 

‘Noted. Won’t talk to my mom like that anymore.’ Eric though, 
chuckling. 

“Uh, you wanna come down to my room?” He shrugged. 

“Sure Rebby!” 

They had made their way to his room, and Eric sat himself in his 
gaming chair, while (Y/N) plopped herself down on his bed, arms 
behind her head. 

“So what’s up, and what’s wrong?” 

“Oh, nothing really...” 

They spent the next 30 minutes encouraging Eric to talk, and finally 
discussing the issue. 

“Honestly? I’m not sure. I just like finally having something that I’m in 
control of.” He shrugged, leaning back and spreading his legs. 

(Y/N) giggled, hoping her comment would cheer him up. “You can 
control me Reb.” She wiggled her eyebrows at him. 

“Call me that again. It’s hot.” He winked, smiling at her and leaning 
forward, grasping his hands together. 

“Oh, really Reb?” She smirked back to him, a sense of hesitation and 
seduction dripping from her words. 

“Yep. Say it for me. Princess.” He smirked when she blushed at the 
nickname. 

“Okay, Reb.” She giggled, a small smile on her lips. 

“On your knees.” 

“What?” 

“You heard me.” Eric had stood up, and walked over, standing in front 
of her. 


She hesitated, but obliged, got on her knees and looked up at him. 
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her soft lips. 

She moaned softly into the kiss, blushing when Eric took off his belt, 
his erection a tad more prominent now. 

“Do you want me to fuck you, cutie?” He smirked, whispering im his 
ear as he rubbed her outside of her pants. 

She whimpered, his hot breath on her neck, “please Reb,” she sighed 
softly, loving the feeling of his hands rubbing her. 

“Please, stop teasing. Please?” She pleaded, hands on the ground 
between her knees. 

Eric chuckled, unbuttoning his pants and letting the tent from his 
boxers spring free. 

“Oh, I’m not sure I can fir the whole thing in my... my mouth.” She 
looked down embarrassed. 

“Don’t worry. It doesn’t matter. Just do what you’re comfortable with.” 
He smiled, breaking his previously dominant composure for a caring, 
reassuring one. 

She hesitatingly took his length in her hand, stroking it and bringing 
her mouth to the tip, giving it a little kitten lick. Eric threw his head 
back, groaning a little from the pumping. 

She took this as a sign that she was doing okay, and she took him in 
her mouth, running her tongue along the base, sucking lightly. 

Eric closed his eyes, one hand in her hair and the other over his mouth, 
stiffiling his moans. “Mein Gott....” 

She hollowed her cheeks, massaging his balls with her free hand, still 
sucking him off. His hand kept its grip on her hair, almost guiding her 
head up and down. 

“Fuck...” He groaned, both of his hands now im her hair. 

“I think I’m gonna cum... God.” His hips bucked slightly, almost 
spasming. 

The feeling if pure pleasure that she was giving him created a pit in his 
stomach, and he gripped her hair, his brow furrowed as he spilled his 
seed into her mouth. 


“Aww, it’s my turn now, right Reb?” She looked up at him, eyes wide 
and innocent. 

“Fuck, I’m gonna ravish you.” 

0 rebvixen 
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now!! (the sad fluff hours request isnup next!!!) 


Everyone at the table erupted in laughter, joking about who has 
hooked up with the most girls. 

“It’d have to be me. I’d fucked the most girls.” Nate bragged. 

(Y/N) chimed in, “nah, I have, yall know how much pussy I’ve ate?” 
Everyone gasped, and Eric’s eyebrows furrowed. 
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“I’m just fuckin with yall.” She smiled, slapping Nate on the shoulder. 

“I’ll give you something to eat, but it wont be pussy.” Brooks chuckled, 
referring to his cock. 

(Y/N) fake gagged, and the lunch bell rang, signaling 6th hour had 
started. Everyone collectively hopped up from their spots on the table, 
and Eric grabbed her forearm. 

“Hey, (Y/N). We need to talk.” Eric whispered in her ear, practically 
dragging her away. 

A feeling of dread and anxiety filled her, quickly following in Eric’s 
hasty steps. 

“Okay, what’d ya need Reb?” She smiled innocently at him, realizing 
that Eric was taking her to his car. 

They reached the car, (Y/N)’s hips pushed up against the back 
passenger door. Eric looked around, making sure no one was around. 

“You’re mine. You know that?” He nipped at your neck, blowing warm 
breaths on your ear. “Nate and Brooks can act like they could get in 
your pants, but we both know that I fuck you better than they ever 
could. 

A happy sigh escaped her lips when he opened the back door, sitting 
down and pulling her in after him. 

“You’re mine, and only mine, you know that?” He pressed his lips 
against her again, lifting the hem of her shirt, and pulling over her 
head. He nipped at her neck again, pulling on the hem of her shorts. 

He moaned softly when she slid of her shorts, grinding her hips over 
his bulge. 

His fingertips dug into her hips, and he switched positions, helping her 
lay on her back as his fingers reached towards her panties, rubbing her 
folds outside of the thin cloth. Her whimpers and moans were quiet, 
but loud enough for Eric to be rock hard. 

“Please, Reb, please...” She mumbled, back arching when he finally 
slipped his fingers inside. He rubbed rough circles around her clit, 
sticking a finger into her entrance. Her back arching and one hand 
behind her head, the other searching for any piece of Eric that it could 
find. 
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She whimpered, throwing her head back as he moved his fingers in 
circles, rubbing against her insides, “you, god y-you are Reb!” 

“I’m glad to hear you say that baby.” He chuckled darkly, bringing his 
mouth down, his free hand pushing the fabric of her panties aside. 

She gasped, his slick, wet tongue barely licking her. She moved both 
of her hands into his hair, “please, please pleaseeee.” 

Reb obliged, flattening his tongue on her clit, then flicking the bundle 
of nerves, making circles around it. 

Her loud moans filled the car, windows turning foggy. Her hands 
pulling on his hair and struggling to keep from pushing his head 
downward. 

“God, Eric, rm-“ one light nibble on her clit sent her over the edge, 

Eric continuing his circles around her clit, helping her ride out her 
orgasm. Her legs switched and spasmed, her eyes rolling back and her 
back arching. “Eric, oh my god. You’re amazing.” Her heavy breaths 
filled the car, panting and looking at him with half lidded eyes. 

She got down on her knees, unhooking his belt, “I’d love to return the 
favor.” 

0 rebvixen 

IM SO HAPPY! THIS IS ABSOLUTELY AMAZING AND SO MUCH 
BETTER THAN I EVER IMAGINED OMFG THANK YOUUU 
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their way with you. 

(Don’t like it, don’t read it.) 


You smiled contentedly at your reflection in the mirror. You were 
attending prom tonight with your boyfriend Eric, and you found the 
perfect dress; it accentuated all of your curves, which Eric went crazy 
for. Sure enough, when the limo pulled up to your house and Eric 
greeted you at the door, his jaw practically dropped to the floor. For a 
minute, you thought it’d be stuck like that. 

“You look...” he trailed off, his eyes taking you all in. 

You blushed, heat rising to your cheeks. 

“You don’t look too bad yourself,” you complimented him. 

With that, he lead you to the limo and held the door open for you 
before climbing in himself. 

The prom was being held at a local venue, and was set up beautifully. 
The theme was Starry Night, and blue and yellow streamers and other 
various decorations adorned the place. 

“So., wanna dance?” Eric asked, extending his hand for you to grab. 

You smiled, placing your hand in his and letting him lead you to the 
dance floor. 

“You know, you really do look great tonight,” he said, leaning down to 
whisper in your ear. The feeling of his body pressed against yours and 
his breath on your skin made a shiver run down your spine. 

“Looks like I’m not the only one who thinks so either,” he commented. 
You turned your head to follow his gaze, and saw Dylan sitting at a 
nearby table, practically drooling as he stared at you, an oblivious 
Robyn continuing her one-sided conversation with him as she ate 
crackers off her plate. 

You were kind of surprised at Dylan’s unabashed display of admiration. 
Usually he was very quiet and shy, and would blush furiously if a girl 
other than Robyn or Devon would talk to him. 


comfortable ensemble of hoodies and jeans. 

“Think he’s coming to the realization that you actually have a body,” he 
joked. “And a damn good one at that.l 

At that moment, he slid his hand down to grab on to your ass, making 
you gasp. You felt him smirk against your ear, and you turned back 
around to check if Dylan had seen. To your embarrassment, Dylan’s 
eyes were still on you, and they were wider than ever. You could almost 
see the blush on his cheeks from here. 

“Can you be a little less obvious?” you pleaded. 

Eric chuckled, pulling away from you a little to look you in the eyes. 

“Nah. I think we should have some fun. Tease him a little.” 

Before you got a chance to reply, Eric grabbed on to your hips and 
spun you around so your backside was pressed up against his front. 
You were facing Dylan now, and Eric’s arm snaked around your waist 
to keep you in place. 

“Grind on me,” he demanded. “And look at him while you do it.” 

You had to admit, you found it fun making Dylan squirm. It was funny 
to watch him struggle, and while you were completely loyal to Eric, it 
made you feel kind of hot how he couldn’t take his eyes off you. 

You did as Eric commanded and began rubbing your ass on his crotch, 
bending down slightly so your cleavage was visible. You made eye 
contact with a very flustered Dylan, who was now clenching and 
unclenching his hand, like he was having a hard time containing 
himself. 

After about 20 minutes of torturing the poor kid, he realized he could 
no longer hide his growing erection and appeared to dismiss himself 
to the restroom. 

“C’mon,” Eric said, taking your hand and following after Dylan. 

As you guessed, Dylan walked straight into the men’s room down the 
hall, you and Eric not far behind. You realized Eric was pulling you in 
after him. 

“Eric, this is the men’s room,” you reminded him, attempting to 
release yourself from his grasp. 
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Much to your surprise, Dylan was waiting for you both in the middle of 
the bathroom, his lanky form leaning against the row of sinks, his arms 
crossed in front of his chest and a smirk on his face. 

Confused, you turned to Eric. 

“Oh, come on, you didn’t think I’d let my best friend suffer like that 
without compensation, would you?” 

You stood there for a moment, puzzled, until it dawned on you. Eric 
wanted you to have sex with... Dylan? 

Noticing the look on your face, he spoke again. 

“I wouldn’t let him have you completely, of course. I’d be calling the 
shots. But we don’t have to do anything at all if you’re not comfortable 
with it.” 

That, you were more comfortable with. You wouldn’t have sex with 
Dylan by yourself; that’d be too weird. But the thought of being 
rammed by two guys at once was an ultimate fantasy of yours, and it 
turned you on immensely. 

“I’ll do it,” you said. The boys both looked rather surprised at this, as 
though they were expecting you to say no, and Eric approached you to 
lean down to your ear. 

“We won’t pressure you or anything if you don’t really wanna do it,” he 
assured you. 

You smiled up at him, endeared by his ability to be caring despite the 
thick sexual tension. 

“Really, I want to,” you replied. You snuck your hands up your back and 
pulled down the zipper of your dress, letting the fabric fall down and 
pool at your feet. Both boys stared at your body hungrily, and now it 
was Eric’s turn to get an erection. 

You had already been planning to seduce Eric tonight, so you wore 
your sexiest bra and panties: a navy blue lacy push-up bra and thong, 
to match your dress. 

Eric was the first to make a move. He placed his hands on your hips 
and engulfed you in a heated kiss. Dylan came up behind you and 
began to place pecks on your lower neck and shoulder. He cupped 
your ass in his palm and squeezed with his long fingers, making you 


your panties, he trailed your slit with one finger, feeling the wetness 
that had pooled there. 

“Feel how wet she is for us, V,” he said, taking his hand out and 
sucking your juices off his finger. 

Dylan complied, pushing your panties to the side from behind and 
sticking a finger into your pussy. You moaned, clutching onto Eric’s 
tux. 

He curled his finger upwards, massaging your G spot. Eric began to 
stimulate your clit, rubbing slow circles on the bundle of nerves. The 
pleasure was like a wave, starting at your pussy and radiating to every 
part of your body. Your muscles tensed, and your moans were getting 
louder and louder, echoing off the walls of the bathroom. Before you 
could release, however, both boys removed their fingers. It felt like an 
electric charge had been zapped from your body, and you groaned in 
disappointment. 

“What the f-” 

Before you could finish your sentence, Eric had picked you up and 
wrapped your legs around his waist. He set you down on the sinks, him 
positioned between your legs. He caressed your thighs gently, 
humming appreciatively as he did so. 

“Such thick thighs,” he mused, before dipping down and leaving 
kisses on the insides. He tugged your panties down your legs and 
placed a kiss to your center, making you tense in anticipation. He 
waited a second to make you squirm before licking up your slit. His 
warm, silky tongue on your clit made your eyes roll to the back of your 
head and your toes curl. Dylan came up on your side, unzipping his 
pants and letting his erection spring free. You realized what he wanted 
you to do, and you began pumping him with your hand. 

The sight of Eric’s face in between your legs and Dylan’s cock in your 
hand bordered on overwhelming, and the pleasure was making you 
shake. Soon enough, you felt the familiar tensing in your lower 
abdomen and you came hard, clutching at Eric’s hair with your free 
hand. 

Eric motioned for you to stand up and you obeyed. Now Eric was 
against the sinks, and Dylan moved into position behind you. 


before taking his whole length in your mouth. You felt Dylan enter you 
from behind, and you gasped on Eric’s dick. He was big, bigger than 
you expected. Your walls stretched out to accommodate his size, and 
the feeling of being so full was heavenly. You and Dylan both fell into a 
steady rhythm, the sound of skin clapping filling the room. Eric 
grabbed onto your hair and took control, forcing your head down onto 
his cock until you were deepthroating him. They had total dominance 
over you, which you loved. Dylan continued his thrusting from behind 
as Eric got closer and closer to the edge, the vibrations from your 
moans sending him there faster than usual. You felt him twitch in your 
mouth before releasing his load. You swallowed obediently, and soon 
Dylan was summing as well. He let out a loud grunt as he busted, 
gripping onto your hips tightly as he did so. He pulled out of you, 
panting. 

“We have to do that again sometime,” you said after a minute of 
catching your breath. 

The boys chuckled in agreement. 

“We definitely will.” 
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